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„ 
SCENE, oa Garden in the Tower. 
Enter Lieutenant and Servant. 
Lieut. AS King Henry walk'd forth this morn- 
ing ? 
Serv. No, Sir, but it is near his hour, 
Lieut. At any time when you ſee him here, 


Let no ſtranger into the garden ; 
I would not have him ſtar'd at — See, who's that 


Now ent'ring at the gate ? [ Knocking within. 
Serv. Sir, the Lord Stanley. 
Lieut. Leave m [Exit Serv, 


Enter Lord Stanley. 
My noble lord, you're welcome to the Tower : 
] heard laſt night you late arriv'd with news 
Of Edward's vict'ry, to his joyful queen. 

Stan. Yes, Sir, andI am proud to be the man 
That firſt brought home the laſt of civil broils ; 
The houſes now of York and Lancaſter, 

Like bloody brothers fighting for a birth-right, 
No more ſhall wound the parent that would part em: 
Edward now fits ſecure on England's throne, | 

Lieut. Near Tewkſbury, my lord, I think they 
Has the enemy loſt any men'of note ? { fought, 

Stan, Sir, 1 was poſted home, 

Ere an account was taken of the lain ; 

But, as L left the field, a proclamation 

From the king was made, in feaxch of Edward, 

Son to your priſoner, King Henry the Sixth, 

Which gave reward to thoſe diſcover'd him, 

And him his life, if he'd ſurrender. 

Lieut, That brave young prince, I fear, s unlike 

his father, Pg OBESE 

Too high of heart to brook ſubmiſſive life, 

This will be heavy news to Henry's car; 


—— —— — 


4 Richard the Third. 

For on this battle's caſt his all was ſet. 

Stan. King Henry and il! fortune are familiar, 
He ever threw with an indifferent hand, 

But never yet was known to loſe. his patience. 

How does he paſs the time in his confinement? 
Lieut. As one whoſe wiſhes never reach'd a crown 

The king ſeems dead in him—but, as a man, 

He ſighs ſometimes in want of liberty. 

Sometimes he reads, and walks; and wiſhes 

That fate had bleſs'd him with an humbler birth, 

Net to have felt the falling from a throne, 

Stan. Were it not poſſible to ſee this king ? 
They ſay he'll freely talk with Edward's friends, 
And even treats them with reſpect and honour. 

Lieut, This is his uſual time of walking forth 
(For he's allow'd the freedom of the garden) 
After his moraing prayer; he ſeldom fails, 

Behind this arbour we unſeen may ſtand 

A while to obſerve him. { They retire, 

Enter King Henry. 

K. Hen. By this time the deciſive blow is truck; 
Either my queen and ſon are bleſs'd with victory, 
Or i'm the cauſe no more of civil broils, 
Would 1 were dead, if Heaven's good wilt were fo! 
For what is in this world but grief and care ? 
What noiſe and buſtſe do kings make to find it; 
When life's but a ſhort chace, our game content; 
Which moſt purſu'd, is moſt compell'd to fly! 

And he that mounts him on the ſwitteſt dan 

Shall often run his courſer to a ſtand; 

While the poor peaſant, from ſome diſtant hills 

Undanger'd and at eaſe, views al! the ſport, 

And fees content take ſhelter in his coitage, 
Stan. He ſeems extremely mov d. 91 
Lieut. Does he know you? 

Stan. No, nor wou'd 1 have him. 


Lieut. We'll ſhew ourſelves, [2 bey come Pers 
r check to ous 


K. Hen. Why, there's anot 
ambition! 

That man receiv'd his charge from me, and; now 
1 am his priſoner—he locks me to my reſt, | 
Such an unlcok'd for change who could ſuppoſe, 
That ſaw him kneel to kiſs the hand that rais'd 
But that I ſhould not now complain of; {him 7 
Since I to that, tis poſſible, may o W§e 
His civil treatment of me. Morrow, Ae 
hs any news arriv'd—Who's that, with you? 

Licut. A gentleman that came laſt night expreſs 
From Tewkibury—We've had a battle. 


K. Iien. Comes he to me with letters, or advice? 


Richard the Third. «< 


Lieut. Sir, he's King Edward's officer, your foe. 
K. Hen, Then he won't flatter me - Vou're wel- 
; come, Sir; 

Not leſs, becauſe you are King Edward's friend, 

For I have almoſt learn'd myſelf to be ſo; 

Could I but once forget I was a king, 

I might be truly happy, and his ſubject. 

You've gain'd a battle ; is't not ſo? 

Stan. We have, Sir—how, will reach your ear 

too ſoon. 

K. Hen. If to my loſs, it can't too ſoon— Pray 
For fear makes miſchief greater than it is. (ſpeaks 
My queen! my ſon! ſay, Sir, are they living? 

Stan. Since my arrival, Sir, another poſt 
Came in, which brought us word your queen and 


Were priſoners now at Tewkſbury. ſon 
E. Hen. Heaven's will be done! the hunters have 
'em now, 


And 1 have only fighs and prayers to help em. 
Stan. King Edward, Sir, depends upon his iword, 
Yet prays heartily when the battle's won; 
And foldiers love a bold and active leader. 
Fortune, like women, will be cloſe purſu d. 
The Engliſh are high-mettled, Sir, and "tis 
No eaſy matter to fit em wellKing Edward 
Feels their te per, and twill be hard to throw him. 
XK. Her, Alas! I thought them men, and rather 
hop'd 
To win their hearts by mildneſs than ſeverity. 
My foul was never form'd for cruelty : 
In my eyes juſtice has fe-in'd bioody. , 
When on the city gates 1 have be! held 
A traitor's quarters parching in the ſun, 
My blood has turn'd with horror at the fight; 
took 'em down, and bury'd, with his limbs, 
The memory of the dead man's deeds, —Perhaps 
That pity ma le me look lefs terrible, 
Giving the mind of weak red*llion ſpirit ; 
For kings are put in truſt for all mankind, 
And when themſelves take i injuries, who is ſafe? 
If to, 1 have deferv'd'theſe frowns of fortuue. 
144,41 Enter Servant. 
Sore. Sir, 'hete's a gentleman brings a warrant 
For his arcefs to King Henry's geen. 
Lieut, 1 come to him. 
Stan. His buſineſs may require your privacy ou 
Ii leave you, Sir, wiſhing you all the good 
That can be wiſh'd--not wronging him I ſerve. 
K. Hen, Farewel ! 5 ¶Eæcunt. 
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Who can this be! a ſudden coldneſs, 

Like the damp hand of death, has ſeiz'd my limbs: p 

I fear ſome heavy news. 0 

Enter Lieutenant. 

Who is it, good Lieutenant? [ſeems 1 
Lieut. A gentieman, Sir, from Tewkſbury—he I y 

A melancholy meſſenger—for when I aſk'd A 

What news, his anſwer was a deep-ferch'd ſigh; Fe 

I would not urge him, but I fear 'tis fatal. [ Exit. y 


. Enter Treſſel. B. 

X. Hen. Fatal indeed ! his brow's the title-page v 
That fpeaks the nature of a tragic volume. pr 
Say, friend, how does my queen! my ſon! v 
Thou trembleſt, and the whiteneſs of thy cheek pr 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. Ki 
E'en ſuch a man, fo faint, ſo ſpiritlefs, At 
So dull, ſo dead in look, ſo woe-be-gone, * 
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, At 
And would have told im half his Troy was burn'd; I Bu 
But P:iam found the fire ere he his tongue, in 
And I my poor ſon's death ere thou relat'ſt it. Fro 


Now would'ſt thou fay—your ſon did thus and thus, 1 
And thus yourqueen ! ſo fought the valiant Oxford ! 


Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds; Sha 

But in the ea4, (to ſtop my ear indeed) hy 

Thou haſt a ſigh to blow away this praiſe, h, 

Ending with—queen and ſon, and all, are dead. af 
Treſ. Your queen yet lives, and many of your Put 

Bot, for my lord your ſon { friends; 4 
X. Hen. Why, he is dead !—yet ſpeak, I charge 

Tell thou thy maſter his ſuſpicion lies, ULthee! 


And I will take it as a kind d'igrace, 
And thank thee well for coing me ſuch wrong. 
Treſ. Would it were wrong to ſay ; but, Sir, your 
fears are true. 
X Hen. Yet for all this, ſay not my ſon is dead. 
Treſ. Sir, I am ſorry I muſt torce you to 
Believe, what would to Heav'n I had not ſeen: 
But in this laſt battle near Tewkſbury, 
Your ſon, whoſe act. ve fpirit lent a fire 
. Ev'n to the dulleſt peaſant in our camp, 
Still made his way where danger ſtood t' oppoſe him, 
A braver youth, of more courageous heat, 
Ne'er ſpurr'd his courſer at the trumpet's ſourd ; 
| But who can rule th* uncertain chance of war! 
i In fine, King Edward won the bloody field, 
{ Where both your queen and ſon were made his pri- 
| ſoners, -- | 
X. Hen. Vet hold! for oh! this prologue lets 
To 4 moſt fatal tragedy to come. ſme in 
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Dy'd he a priſoner, ſay'ſt thou? how? By grief? 
Or by the bloody hands of thoſe that caught him? 
Treſ. After the fight, Edward, in triumph aſk'd 
To ſee the captive prince—the prince was brought, 

Whom Edward roughly chid for bearing arms; 
Aſking what reparation he could make 
For having ſtirr'4 his ſubjeQs to rebellion ? 
Your ſon, impatient of luch taunts, reply'd, 
Bow, like a ſubject, proud ambitious York, 
Waile I, now tlveaking with my father's mouth, 
Propoſe the ſeif-tame rebel words to thee, 
Which, . traitor, thou woeuld't have me anſwer to. 
From theſe, more words aroſe; till, in the end, 
King Edward, ſwell'd with what th' unhappy prince, 
At ſuch a time, too freely ſpoke, his gauntlet 
In his young face with indignation ſtruck; _. 
At which crook'd Richard, Clarence, and the reſt, 
Bury'd their fatal daggers in his heart, 
In bloody ſtate I faw him on the earth, 
From whence with life he never more ſprung up. 
X. Hen, Oh! hadſt thou ſtabb'd, at every word's 
deliverance, 
Sharp poniar2s in my fleſh, while this was told, 
hy wounds had given leis anguith than thy words. 
h, Heav'ns! methinks I ſee my tender lamb 
zaſping beneath the ravenous wolves fell gripe! 
But ſay, did all—did they all ſtrike him, ſayſt thou? 
Treſ. All, Sir; but the firſt wound Duke Rich- 


ard gave. | 
X. Hen. There let him ſtop! be that his laſt of 
Dh, barbarous act! unhoſpitable men -[ills! 


gainft the rigid laws of arms to kill him! 
Vas't not enough, his hope of birth-right gone, 
ut muſt. your hate be levell'd at his life? 
or could his father's wrongs content you? 
or could a father's grief diſſuade the deed ? 
ou have no childreg—butchers ; if you had, 
he thought of them would ſure have ſtirr'd remorſe, 
Treſ. Take comfort, Sir, and hope a better day. 
K. Hen. Oh! who can hold a fire in his hand, 
thinking on the froſty Caucaſus? 
r wallow naked in December's ſnow, 
bare remembrance of the ſummer's heat? 
ay—by Heaven I ſhall abhor his fight, - 
hoever bids me be of comfort more! 
thou wilt ſoothe my ſorrows, then I'll thank thee, 
now thou'rt kind indeed! theſe tears oblige me. 
rej. Alas! my lord, I fear moreevil's t'wards you. 
K. Hen, Why, let it come, I ſcarce ſhall feel it now; 
B 2 
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My preſent woes have beat me to the ground, 
And my hard fate can make me fall no 2 
What can it be—give it its uglieſt ſhap 

Oh, my poor boy 

: Tref. A word does that; it comes in Glo'ſter s form, 

X. Hen. Frightful, indeed! give me the worſt 

that threatens. 

Tref. After the murder of your ſon, ſtern Richard, 
As if unſaied with the wounds he had given, 
With unwaſh'd hands went from his friends in haſte; 
And being aſk'd by Clarence of the cauſe, 

He, louring, cry'd, Brother, I muſt to the Tower; 
Fe buſineſs there; excuſe me to the king: 

Before you reach the town, expect ſome news. 
This ſaid, he vaniſh'd—and 1 hear's arriv'd. 

K. Hen. Why then, the period of my woes is ſet; 
For ills but thought by him, are half perform'd. 
Enter Lieutenant, with an Order. 

Lieut. Forgive me, Sir, what I'm compell'd t'obey; 
An order for your cloſe confinement. 

K. Hen. Whence comes it, good Lieutenant; 

* "Lieut. Sir, from the Duke of Glo'ſter. 

X. Hen, Good night to all then; I obey it. 
And now, good friend, ſuppoſe me on my death-bed, 
And take of me thy aft, ſhort, living leave. 

Nay, keep thy rears till "thou hat ſeen me dead; 
And when in tedious winter nights, with good 
Old folks, thou ſitt'ſt up late 
Fo hear em tell the difmat tales 
Of times long paſt, en now with woe remember'd, 
Before thou bid' good night, to quit their grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
And fenti thy hearers weeping to their beds, [ Exeurt, 
Enter Glo'ſter, 
C's, Now are our brows bound with victoriou 
wreaths, 

Our bruiſed arms hung up for monuments 
Oar ſtern alarms are chang'd to merry meetings, 
Our dieadful marches to delightful meaſures : 
Crim-viſag'd war has ſmooth'd his wrinkled front 
And now, inſte ad of mounting barbed ſteeds, 
To fright the ſouls of fearful adverſaries, 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 
Ta the laſcivious pleafing of 4 lute, - 
But I, that am not made for ſportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an am'rous looking- diaſdj 
J, that am rudely ſtamp'd, and want love's majef 
To ſtrut before a wanton, arnbling nymph; -* 
J, that am curtail'd of man's fair proportions 
Oheated of Ku by 8 natore, 


] 
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Deform'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent before my time 
Into this breathing worid, ſcarce half made up, 
And that ſo. lamely and unfathionadle, 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by em; 
Why 1, in this weak, piping time of peace, 
Haye no delight to paſs away my hours ; 
Unleſs to ſee my ſhadow in the ſun, 
And deſcant on my own deformity: 
Then, fince this earth affords no joy to me, 
But to command, to check, and o'erbear ſuch 
As are of happier perſon than myſelf; 
Why then to me this wreſtleſs world's but hell, 
Till this miſ-ſhapen trunk's aſpiring head 
Be circled in a glorious diadem ——— 
But then, tis fix'd on ſuch à height, oh! 
Muſt ſtretch the utmoſt reaching of my ſoul. 
I'll chmb betimes, without remorſe or dread, 
And my firſt ſtep ſhal! be on Henry's head. ¶ Exit. 
Se Chamber in the Tower. 
King Henry ſleepin 
Enter Lie 28 
Licut. Aſleep ſaſooa! but ſorrow minds no ſeaſons: 
The morning, noon, and night, with her's the ſame ; 
She's fond of any hour that yields repoſe. 
X. Hes. Who's there! Lieutenant! is it you? 
Come hither ! | 
Lieut. You ſhake, my lord, and lock affrighted. 
K. Hen. Oh! I have had the fearful'ſt dream! 
That, as I live, {ſuch fights, 
I would not paſs another hour ſo dreadful, 
'Th * "twere to buy a world of happy days. 
Re ach me a book In try if reading can 
Divert theſe melancholy thoughts, 
Exter Glo'ſter, 
Glo. Good day, my lord. What, at your bool 
I difturd you. A [fo hard! 
XK. Hen. You do, indeed. 
G1. Friend, leave us to ourſelves, we muſt confer. 
X. Neu. What bloody ſcene has Roſcius now to 
act ? [Exit Lieutenant. 
Clos Suſpicion always haunts the guilty mind; 
The chief does fear each buſh an officer. 
K. Hen. Where thieves without controulment rob 
and Kill, 
The trayellet does fear each buſh a thief. 
The poor bird that has been already lim'd, 
With trembling wings milloubts of every buſh; 
And I, the hapleſs male, to one ſweet bird, 
Have now the fatal Da gee in my. eye, 
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By whom my young one bled, was caught, and kill'd, 
Glo. Why, what a peeviſh fool was that of Crete, 

That taught his ſon the office of a fowl! 

And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd. 


Thou ſhould'ſt have taught thy boy his pray'rs alone, 


And then he had not broke his neck with climbing. 
X. Hen. Ah! kill me with thy weapon, not thy 
words; 
My breaſt cam better brook thy Jagger” s point, 
Than can my ears that piercing ſtory ! 
Bat wherefore doſt thou come? is't for mytife? * 
Glo. Think'ſt thou I am an executioner ? 
K. Hen. If murdering innocence be executing, 
Then thou'rt the worſt of executioners. 
Glo. Thy fon I kill'd tor his preſumption. 
X. Hen. Hadſt thou been kill'd, when firſt thou 
didſt preſume, 
Thou hadſt not liv'd to kill a ſon of mine: 
But thou wert born to maſlacre mankind, 
How many old men's ſighs, and widows moans 
How many orphans water-ſtanding eyes, 
Men for their ſons, wives for their huſbands fate, 
And children for their parents timeleſs death, 
Will rue the hour that ever thou wert born! 
The owl ſhriek'd at thy birth, an evil fign ! 
The pight- crow cry'd, foreboding luckleſs time 
Dogs howP'd, and hideous tempeſts ſhook down trees; 
The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top, 
And chattering pies in diſmal diſcord ſung; 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, * 
And yet brought forth leſs than a mother's hope. 
Teeth hadſt thou in thy head, when thou wert born, 
Which plainly ſaid thou cam'ſt to bite mankind; 
And, if the reſt be true which I have heard, 


/ 


Ci. N hear no more Die, nrophuty | inthy ſpeech. 
For this, amongſt the reſt, was 1 ordaln'd. 
[ Stab" him. 
X. Hen. Oh! and for moch more flaughter after 
this. 
Juſt Heav'n forgive my ſins, and'pardon thee * ¶ Dies. 
Cle. What! will the aſpiring blood of Lancafter 


Sink in the: ground PREY? eden n woule have 


mounted. 


See how my ſword weeps for 4hepdor king yeah f 
Oh, may ſuch purple tears be ats Eee 


From thoſe that wiſh the d] ꝙiful of our ane! 
If any ſpark of Hife be yet temaining hs 
Down, down to helly end ſay I fent thee e 


1 chat hare neither pity, dove, nor fegeo © tt 40) 


—_ 7 _—— 


Richard the Third. 11 


Indeed tis true what Henry told me of; 

For I have often heard my mother ſay, 

I came into the world with my legs forward; 

The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry'd, 
Good Heaven bleſs us! he is born with teeth 
And ſo I was, which plainly ſignify'd, 

That I ſhould ſnarl, and bite, and play the dog. 
Then, fince the Heav'ns have ſhap'd my body ſo, 
Let hell make crook'd my mind to anſwer it. 

I have no brother, am like no brother; 

And this word love, which grey-bearas call divine, 
Be refident in men like one another, 

And not in me.— I am—myſelf alone. 

Clarence, beware; thou keep'ſt me from the light; 
But, if 1 fail not in my ceep intent, 

Thou'ſt not another day to live; which done, 
Heav'n take the weak King Edward to his mercy, 
And leave the world for me to buſtle in- 

But ſof.— l' m ſharing ſpoil before the field is won; 
Clarence ſtill breathes, Edward (till lives and teigns; 


When hey are gone, then I muſt count my gains. 
[ Exits 


de e 
SCENE, St. Paul's. 
Enter Treſſel, meeting Lord Stanley. 


Treſ. M* lord, your fervant. Pray, what 
brought you to St. Paul's? 
Stan, I came among the crowd, to ſee the corſe 
Of poor King Henry; tis a diſmal fight: 
But yeſterday I ſaw him in the Tower ; 
His talk is till ſo freſh within my memory, 
That 1 could weep to think how fate has us'd him. 
I wonder where's Duke Richard's policy 
In fuffering him to lie expos'd to view. 
Can he believe that men will love him for't? 
. yes, Sit; love Aims as he loves, his bro 
5 ers. 
When was you with. King Edwards pray, my lord? 
J hear he leaves his food, is melancholy, 
And his phyſicians fear him migheily o 4 » 
Stan. Tis thought he I ſcarce recovers; . 
Shall we to court, and hear mere ews of him? 
Treſ. Lam oblig d to pay; abtengance here das 
The Lady Anne hes hcence nmD¼ÿ s 
King Heary's W to de interr'd at Chertſey, 


þ 
; 
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And I'm engag'd to follow her. 
Stan. Mean you King Henry's daughter-in-law * 
Treſ. The ſame, Sir, widow to the late Prince 
Whom Glo'ſter kill'd at Tewkſbury. [Edward, 
Stan. Alas! poor lady, ſhe's ſeverely us d; 65 
And yet I hear Richard attempts her love: 
er the wrongs he's done her might diſcourage 
im. 
Treſ. Neither thoſe wrongs, nor his own ſhape, 
can fright him; 
He ſent for leave to viſit her this morning, 
And ſhe was forc'd to keep her bed to avoid him: 
But ſee, ſhe is arriv'd, —Wi!l you along 
To fee this doleful ceremony? | 
Stan. I'll wait on you. [ Exeunte 
Enter Glo'ſter. | 
6e. Twas her excuſe to avoid me.—Alas 
She keeps no bed 
She has health enough to progreſs far as Chertſey, 
Tho' not to bear the fight of me. 
I cannot blame her 
Why, love fo:ſwore me in my mother's womb; 
And, for I ſhould not deal in his ſoft laws, 
He-. did corrupt frail nature with a bribe, 
To ſhrink my arm up like a wither'd ſhrub, 
To make an envious mountain on my back, 
Where fits deformity to mock my body; 


To ſhape my legs of an unequal ſize, 


To diſproportion me in every part. 

And am I] then a man to be belov'd? 

Oh ,monfrous thought! more vainthan my ambition. 

0 Enter Lieutenant, bas. 

Lieut. My lord, I beg your graCt—m—— 
Glo. Be gone, fellow! I'm not at leiſure. 
Lieut. My lord, the king your brother's taken ill. 
Glo. I'll wait on him: leave me, friend. 

Ha! Edward taken ill! 


Would he were waſted, marrow, bones, and all, 


That from his loins no more young brats may riſe, | 

To croſs me in the golden time L look fort | 

SCEN E draws, and diſccyers Lady Anne in 
Moeurning, Lord Stanley, Treſſel, Guards and 
Bearers, with King Henry's Body. ; 

But fee! my love appears. Look where fe ſhines, 

Darting pale luftre, like the filvet moon, 0 

Thro' her dark veil of rainy ſotrowW 1 

So mourn'd the dame of Epheſus her love; 

And thus the ſoldier, arm'd with reſolution, 

Told his ſoft tale, and was a thriving wover. 


Tis true, my fotm, perhaps, maylittle move her- 
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But I've a tongue ſhall wheedle with the devil. 

Yet hold, ſhe mourns the man that I have kill'd. 

Firſt let her ſorrows take ſome vent — ſtand here; 

I' take her paſſion in its wain, and turn 

This ſtorm of grief go gentle drops of pity 

For his repentant murderer, [ He retires. 
L. Anne. Hung be the heavens with black; yield 

day to night: 

Comets, importing change of times and ſtates, 

Brandiſh your fiery treſſes in the ſky, 

And with them ſcourge the bad revolting ſtars, 

That have conſented to King Henry's death. 

Oh! be accurs'd the hand that ſhed his blood, 

Accurs'd the head that had the heart to do it; 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 

More miſerable by the life of him, 

Than 1 am now by Edward's death and thine, 
Cle. Poor girl, what pains the takes to curſe her- 
L. Anne, If ever he have child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious and untimely brought to light; 
Whole hideous form, whoſe moſt unnatural aſpect, 
May fright the hopeful mother at her view, 
And that be heir to his unhappineſs, 
Now, on to Chertſey with your ſacred load. 
Glo. Stay, you that bear the corſe, and ſet it down. 
L. Anne, What black magician conjures up this 


To ſtop devoted charitable deeds ? [ fiend, 


Gl, Villains, ſet down the corſe; or, by St. Paul, 
I'll make a corſe of him that diſobeys. 

Guard. My lord, ſtand back, and let the coffin paſs. 

Glo. Unmanner's ſlave! ftand thou when I com- 
Advance thy halbert higher than my breaſt, | mand, 
Or, by St. Paul, I'll ſtrike thee to my foot, 

And ſpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldneſs. 

L. Anne. Why doſt thou haunt him thus, unſated 
Thou hadft but pow'r oer his mortal body, [fiend ? 
His ſoul thou canſt not reach; therefore be gone. 

Glo. Sweet ſaint, be not ſo hard, for charity. 

L. Anne. If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. 

Why didſt thou do this deed? could not the laws 


Of man, of nature, nor of Heaven, diſſuade thee ? 


No beatt fo fietce, but knows ſome touch of pity, 
G1. If want of pity be a crime fo hateful, 


Whence is it thou, fair excellence, art guilty? | 


L. Anne. What means the flanderer? 

Glo, Vouchſafe, divine perfection of 4 Woman, 
Of theſe my crimes ſuppos d, ta give ras leave, 
By circumſtance, but to acquit myſelf, 


* 
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L. Anne. Then take that ſword, whoſe bloody 
point till reeks 
With Henry's life, with my lov'd lord's, young Ed- 
ward's, 
And here let out thy own, to appeaſe their ghoſts, 

Glo. By ſuch deſpair 1 ſhow#{d accuſe myſelf, 

L. Anne. Why, by Ueſpairing only canſt thou 
Didſt thou not kill this king? [and excus'd? 

Glo. I grant ye. 

L. Anne. Oh! he was gentle, loving, mild, and 

virtuous 
But he's in heav'n, where thou canſt never come. 

Glo. Was I not kind to ſend him thither, then ? 
He was much fitter for that place than earth, 

L. Anne, And thou unfit for any place but hell, 1 

Glo. Ves, one place elſe——if you will hear me 

L. Anne. Some dungeon, [name it, 

Glo, Your bed- chamber. 

L. Anne, Ill reſt betide the chamber where thou 

Glo, So it will, Madam, till I lie in yours, [ly ſt. 

L. Anne. 1 hope ſo. 

Glo. I know ſo. But, gentle Lady Anne, | 
To leave this keen encounter of our tongues, | 
And fall to ſomething a more ſerious method; | 
Is not the cauſer of th' untimely deaths 
Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 


nbd ed ed lend bend Dn 


As blameful as the executioner ? 


L. Anne. Thou wert the cauſe, and moſt accurs'd 
effect. * 
Glo. Your beauty was the cauſe of that effect; 
Your beauty! that did haunt me in my ſlee p, 
To undertake the death of all the world, 
So ] might live one hour in that ſoft boſom ! 
L. Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
Theſe hands ſhould rend that beauty from my cheeks, 
Gl. Theſe eyes could not endure that beauty's . 
You ſhould not blemiſh it, if I ftood by. { wreck; 
As ail the world is nouriſh'd by the ſun, 
So I by that—lt is my day! my life! 
L. Anne. I would it were, to be reveng'd on thee, - 
Glo. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 
To wiſh revenge on him that loves thee. 
L. Anne. Sgy, rather, 'tis my duty 
To ſeek revenge on him that kill'd my huſband, 
Glo, Fair creature, he that kili'd thy huſband, 
Did it to—he!p thee to a better huſband. 
L. Anne. His better does not breathe upon the earth, 
Glo. He lives, that loves thee better than he coy; 
L. Anne. Name him. | rs 
Glo. Plantagenet. 


— 
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L. Anne. Why, that was he. 
Glo. The ſelf- ſame name, but one of ſofter nature. 
L. Anne. Where is he? 
Glo. Ah! take more pity in thy eyes, and ſee him 
here, 
L. Anne. Would ** were baſiliſks, to ſtrike thee 
dead. 
Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once, 
For now they kil! me with a living death ; 
Darting, with cruel aim, deſpair and love. 
I never ſued to friend or enemy; 
My tongue could never learn ſoft ſmoothing words; 
But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, 
My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeak. 
L. Anne. Is there a tongue on earth can ſpeak for 


Why doſt thou court my hate? [ thee? 
Treſ. Where will this end? ſhe frowns upon him 
vet. 
Stan. But yet ſhe hears him in her frowns— I fear 
* him. 
Cl. Oh, teach not thy ſoft lip ſuch cold con- 
tempt 


If thy relentleſs heart cannot forgive, 
Lo, here I lend thee this ſharp-poimted @vord, 

Which, if thou pleaſe to hide in this true breaſt, 
And let the honeft foul out that adores thee, 

I lay it naked to the deadly ſtroke, 
And humbly beg that death upon my knee. 

L. Anne. What ſhall Iſay or do! direct me, Heav'n, 
When ſtones weep, ſure the tears are natural; 

And Heaven itſelf inftruQs us to forgive, 
When they do flow from a ſincere repentance, 

Ghz. Nay, do not pauſe, for I did kill King Henry; 
But 'twas thy wond'rous beauty did provoke me. 
Or, now diſpatch——"twas | that ſtabb'd young Ed- 
But 'twas thy heavenly face that ſet me on: [ ward; 
And J might ſtill perſiſt (fo ſtubborn is 
My temper) to rejoice at what I've done; 

But that thy powerful eyes {as roaring ſeas 
Obey the changes of the moon) have turn'd 
My heart, and made it flow with penitence. 
[ She drops the ſword. 
Take up the ſword again, or take up me. 
L. Anne. No, tho' I wiſh thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill myſelf, and I will do it. 

L. Anne. I have already. 

Ge. That was in thy rage; 

Say it again, and even with thy word. 
This guilty hand, that robb'd thee of thy love, 
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Shall, for thy love, revenge thee on thy lover, 
To both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary. 

Treſ. By Heav'n ſhe wants the heart to bid him dg't, 

Stan. What think you now, Sir? 

Treſ. I'm ſtruck! 1 ſcarce can credit what I foe, 

Stan, Why, you ſee——az woman, 

Treſ. When future chronicles ſhall ſpeak of this, 
They will be thought romance, not hiſtory. 

Glo. What! nota word, to pardon or condemn me? 
But thou art wiſe—and canſt with filence kill me: 
Yet ev'n in death my fleeting ſou] purſues thee 
Daſh not the tears of penitence away 

L. Anne. Would'ſt thou not blame me, to forgive 

thy crimes? 

Glo. They're not to be forgiven; no, not even 
Penitence can atone *em—Oh, miſery 
Of thought! that ſtrikes me with at once repentance 
And deſpair=tho' unpardon'd, yield me pity. 

L. Anne. Would I knew thy heart. 

Glo. Tis figur'd in my tongue. 

L. Anne. I tear me both are falſe. 

Glo, Then never man was true. 

L. Arne, Put up thy ſword. 

Glo. Say, then, my peace is made. 

L. Anne. That ſhalt thou know hereafter, 

Go. But ſhall I live in hope? 

L. Anne. All men, I hope, live ſo. 

Clio. I ſwear, bright ſaint, I am not what I was. 
Thoſe eyes have turn'd my ſtubborn heart to womanz 
Thy goodneſs makes me ſoft in penitence, 

And my harſh thoughts are turn'd-to peace and love. 
Oh ! if thy poor devoted ſervant might 

But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou would'ſ confirm his happinets for ever. 

L. Anne. What is't? 

Glo. That it may pleaſe thee leave theſe ſad deſigns 
To him that has moſt cauſe to be a mourner, 

And preſently repair to Croſby-houſe; 
Where, after I have ſolemnly interr'd, 

At Chertſey monaſtry, this injur'd king, 
And wet h's grave with my repentant tears, 
I will with all expedient duty ſee you: 

For divers unknown reaſons, I befeech you * 
Grant me this favour, 

L. Anne. I do, my lord—and much it joys me 
To fee you are become ſo penitent. _ [ tor, 
Treſſel and Stanley, go along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewel. 

L. Arne. Tis more than you deſerve. 

But, fince you teach me how to flaiter you, 


in dS dA, 0 4 ho i ad hs hw ans DOE OY EN Foo 


Richard the Third. 17 


Imagine I have ſaid farewel already. [Exits 
Guard. Toward Chertſey, my lord ? | 
Glo. No, to White-Fryars; there attend my coming. 

[ Exeunt Guards, with the body. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? 
Was ever woman in this humour won ? 
I'll have her, but 1 will not keep her long. 
What! I that kill'd her huſband and his father, 
To take her in her heart's extremeft hate, 
With curſes in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witneſs of my hatred by, 

Having Heav'n, her conſcience, and theſe bars againſt 
And I no friends to back my ſuit withal, © [me; 
But the plain devil, and diſſembling looks 
And yet to win her, all the world to nothing 
Can ſhe abaſe her beauteous eyes on me, 

Whoſe all not equals Edward's moiety? 

On me, that halt, and am miſ-ſhapen thus 
My dukedom to a widow's chaſtity, 

I do miſtake my perſon all this while, g 

Upon my life! the finds, altho* 1 cannot, 

Myſelr to be a marvellous proper man. 


I'll have my chambers lin'd with looking-glaſs, * 2 


And entertain a ſcore or two of tay lors, 
To ſtudy faſhions to adorn my body. 
Since I am crept in favour with myſelf, 
] will maintain it with ſome little coft ; 
But firſt, I'll turn St. Harry to his grave, 
And then return lamenting to my love. 
Shine out, fair ſun, till I ſatute my glaſs, 
That I may ſee my ſhadow as [ paſs. | [| Zxir, 
SCENE, the Preſence. 
Enter Buckingham haſtily, meeting Lord Stanley, 
Buck. Did you fee the duke? 
Stan. What duke, my lord? 
Buck. His grace of Glo'ſter; did you ſee him? 
Stan. Not lately, my lord I hope no ill news. 
Buck. The worſt that heart e'er bore, or tongue 
can utter; | Wen 
Edward the king, his royal brother, s dead ! F 
Stan. Tis ſad, indeed! -I wiſh, by your impatience 
To acquaint him tho”, you think it io to him. [ Aid. 
Did the king, my lord, make any mention 
Of a protector for his crown and children? 
Bucb. He did—Duke Richard has the care of both. 
Las. That ſad news you are afraid to tell him 
l too. 72152 n [ Afiges 
| Back, He Il ſpare no toil, I'mſure, to fill his places 
Sm; Tray neee, 
6 gon Of Groen N 


- 
* 19947 "IT 717 
© #2 . 


5 ) 


{ 
— 


18 Richard the Third. 


My lord —is not that the Ducheſs of York, 
The king's mother ? coming, I fear, to viſit him, 

Buck.” Tis ſhe—little thinking what has befall'n us. 

Enter Ducheſs of York. 

Duc. of York, Good day, my lords; how takes 

the king his reſt ? 

Buck. Alas! Madam, too well—he ſleeps for ever. 

Duc. of York. Dead! Good Heav'n ſupport me! 

Buck. Madam, twas my unhappy lot to hear 
His laſt departing groans, and cloſe his eyes. 

Duc, of York. Another taken from me, too! Why, 
Am l till left the la in life and woe? [juſt Heav'n, 
Firſt I bemoan'd a noble huſband's death, 

Yet liv'd with looking on his images: 

But now my laſt ſupport is gone —firſt Clarence, 
Now Edward is for ever taken from me; 

And I muſt now of force fink down with ſorrow. 

Buck. Your youngeſt ſon, the noble Richard, lives; 
His love, I know, will feel his mother's cares, 
And bring new comfort to your latter days. 

Duc. of York. Twere new indeed! for yet of, him 
Unleſs a churliſh diſpoſition may [I've none, 
Be counted, from a child, a mother's comfort. 
Where is the queen, my lord ? | 

Buck. I left her with her kinſmen, deep in ſor- 
Who have with much ado perſuaded her Crow, 
To leave the body Madam, they are here. 

Enter Queen, Rivers, and Dorſet. 

Queen. Why do you thus oppoſe my grief? unleſs 
To make me rave and weep the faſter? ha 
My mother, too, in tears! freſh ſorrow ftrikes 
My heart, at ſight of every friend that loy'd 
My Edward living—0Oh, mother, he's dead! 
Edward, my lord, thy ſon, our king, is dead! 

Oh! that my eyes could weep away my foul, 
Then I might follow worthy of his hearie. 

Stan. Your duty, Madam, of a wife, is dead, 
And now the mother's only claims your care. 
Think on the prince your ſon—ſead for him ſtraight, 
And let his coronation clear your eyes, b 
Bury your griefs in the dead Edward's grave, 
Revive your joys on living Edward's throne. | 

Qꝛeen. Alas! that thought but adds to my af- 


flictions. _—_ * 
New tears for Edward gone, and fears for Edward 
An helpleſs child in his minority, Iliving: 


Is in the truſt of his ſtern uncle Glo'ſter; 

A man that frowns on me, and all of mine. 
Buck. Judge not ſo harſhly, Madam, of his love; 

Your ſon will find in him a father's care. 
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Enter Glo'ſter bebind. . 
Glo. Why, ay! theſe tears look well--Sorrow's 
the mode, 
And every one at court muſt wear it now : 
Wirth all my heart; I'll not be out of faſhion. ¶ Afide. 

Queen. My lord, juſt Heaven knows, I never hated 

Glo'ſter, | 
But would on any terms embrace his ſriendſhip. 

Buck. Theſe words would make him weep—1 
| know him yours : 

See where he comes, in ſorrow for our loſs, 

Ci. My lords, good-morrow-Coulin of Buck- 

ingham, 
I am yours. [ Weepte 

Buck. Good morning to your grace, 

Glo. Methinks 
We meet like men that had forgot to ſpeak. 

Buck. We may remember—but our argument 
Is now too mournful to admit much taik. 

G13. It is, indeed: Peace be with him that made 
Sitter, take comfort——"tis true, we've all cauſe fit fu! 
To mourn the dimming of our ſhining ſtar; 

But ſorrow never could revive the dead; 

And if it cou!d, hope would prevent our tears? 
So we muſt weep becauſe we weep in vain, 
Madam, my mother—1 do cry your mercy, 
My grief was blind-—1 did not ſee your grace. 
Moft humbly on my knee I crave your bleffing. 

Duc. of York. Thou haſt it ; and may thy charitable 
Heart and tongue love one another: may Heav'a 
Endow thy breaſt with meekneſs and obedience! 

Ela. Amen, and make me die a good old man! 
That's the old but-end of a mother's bleſſing; 

] marvel that her grace did leave it out. [ Aſide. 

Buck. My lords, I think 'twere fit that now 

Prince Edward 
Forthwith from Ludlow ſhould be ſent for home, 
In order to his coronation. 

Glo. By all means, my lords. Come, let's in to 
And appoint who fhall be the meſſengers. | council, 
Madam, and you, my fitter, pleaſe you go 
To give your ſentiments on this occaſion. 

Queen, My lord, your wiſdom needs no help from 
My glad conſent you have in all that's juſt, [me. 
Or for the people's good, tho' I tutfer by't, 

Glo. Pleaſe you to retire, Madam; we ſhall propoſe 
What you'll not think the people's wrong, nor yours. 

Nueen, May Heav'n proſper all your good intent! 

[ Exeunt all but Clo'ſter and Buck. 
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Glo. Amen, with all my heart —for mine's the 

crown; ö 
And is not that a good one Ha! pray'd ſhe not 
well, couſin? y 

Puck. 1 hope ſhe propheſy'd—you now ſtand fair 

Gio. Now, by St. Paul, I feel it here—methink 
The matly weight on't galls my laden brow. 
hat think'ſt thou, couſin, wer't not an eaſy matter 
To get Lord Stanley's hand to help it.on? 

Buck. My lord, I doubt that; for his father's ſake 
He loves the prince too well ? he'll ſcarce be won 
To any thing againſt him. 

Gig. Poverty, the reward of honeſt fools; 
O'ertake him fog t! — What chink'ſt thou, then, of 

Haſtings? 
Buck. He ſhall be try'd, my lord — I'll find out 
Catchy, 7 
Who fhall at ſubtle diſtance ſound his thoughts: 
But we muſt ſtill ſuppoſe the worſt may happen 
Whatit we find him cold in our deſign? :; 
Co. Chop of his head—fomething we'll ſoon 
But hate, and find out Cateſby; ſdeterminez 
That done, follow me to the council- chamber; 
We'll not be ſeen togecher much, nor have 
It known that we confer in private—— therefore | 
Away, good couſin, 
Buck. I am gone, my lord. [Exit, 
Glo. Thus far we run before the wind; 
Aly fortune ſmiles, and gives me all that I dare aſk, 
The conquer'd Lady Anne is bound in vous; 
Faſt as the prieſt can make us, we are one. 
The king, my brother, fleeps without his pillow, 
And I'm left guardian of his infant heir. ö 
Let me lee 
The prince will ſoon be here—let him! the cone! 
Oh 1 he ſhall have twenty! 3 and ſceptres, 
too * 
New ones made to play withal-but no eoronation 
No, nor any court-flies about him no ki nſmen. 
Hold 5e bhere en hs hoc his court ? The 
Tower 
Ay—the Tower, 4 [Exit 
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-A'C TI 
SCENE, the Palace, 


Buter Prince Edward, Glo'ſter, Buckingham, Lord 
Stanley, Treſſel, and Attendants. 


Cle. OW, my royal couſin, welcome to London: 
Welcome to all thoſe honour'd dignities 
Which, by your father's will, and by your birth, 
You ſtand th undoubted heir poſſeſs'd of: 
And, if my plain ſimplicity of heart 
May take the liberty to ſhew itſelf, 
You're farther welcome to your uncle's care 
And love—-Why do you ſigh, my lord? 
The weary way has made you melancholy. 
P. Ed. No, uncle; but our croſſes on the way, 
Have made it tedious, weariſome, and heavy: 
I want more uncles here, to welcome me! 
Treſ. More uncles! what means his highneſs ? 
Stan. Why, Sir, the careful Duke of Glo'ſter has 
Secur'd his kinſmen on the way—Lord Rivers, Grey, 
Sir Thomas Vaughan, and others of his friends, 
Are priſoners.now in Pomftet Caſtle; 
On what pretence it boots not—there they are, 
Let the devil and the duke alone to accuſe em. 


[ Afide.. 


Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to greet 
YOu | 

Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens. 

Ld. Mayor. Vouchſate, moſt gracious ſovereign,, 


The general homage of your loyal city: [to accept 


We farther beg your royal leave to ſpeak 

In deep condolement of your father's loſs; 
And, as far as our true ſorrow would permit, 
To *gratulate your acceſſion to the throne. 

P. Ed. I thank you, good my lord, and thank 
Alas, my youth is yet unfit to govern, [you all. 
Therefore the-ſword of juſtice is in abler hands: 
But be aſſur'd of this, ſo much already 
I. percei ve I love you, that tho' I know not yet 
To do you offices of good, yet this I know, 

I'll ſooner die, than baſely do you wrong. 
Glo. So wiſe, ſo young, they ſay, do ne'er live 
long. [ Aſide, 
P. Ed. My lords, 
1 thought my mother, and my brother York, 
Would long ere this have met us on the way. 
Say, uncle Glo'ſter, if our brother come, 
Where mall we ſojourn till our coronation ? 
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Slo. Where it ſhall ſeem beſt to your royal ſelf. 
May 1 adviſe you, Sir, fome day or two 
Your highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower: 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt * 

For your beſt health and recreation. [fit 
P. Ed. Whyat the Tower? But be it as you pleaſe. 
Buck. My lord—your brother's Grace of York. 
Enter Nuke and Ducheſs of Vork. 
P. Ed. Richard of York! how fares our deareſt 


brother ? [ Embracing. 
D. of York. Oh, my dear lord! So I muſt c 
you, now. 


P. Ed. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours. 
Too ſoon he dy'd who might have better worn 
That title, which in me will loſe its majeſty. 

Glo. How fares our couſin, noble lord of York ? 

D. of York. Thank you kindly, dest uncle 

Oh my lord, | 
You ſaid that idle weeds were faſt in growth; 
The king, my brother, has out-grown me far. 

Glo. He has, my lord. 

D. of York. And therefore is he idle? 

Glo. Oh, pretty couſin, I muſt not ſay ſo, 

D. of York. Nay, uncle, I don't believe the ſay- 
For if it were, you'd be an idle weed. [ ing's true, 

Olo. How ſo, coufin ? | 

D. of Tork. Becauſe I have heard folks ſay y 

grew ſo faſt, 
Your teeth would gnaw a cruft at two hours olds 
Now 'twas two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Cle. Indeed! I find the brat is taught this * 
Aſide. 
Who told thee this, my pretty merry couſin ? 2 

D. of York. Why, your nurſe, uncle. 

Glo. My nurſe, child! ſhe was dead fore thou 

wert born. | | 

D. of York. If 'twas not the, I can't tell who 

told me. * 
Olo. So ſub tle, too . tis pity thou art ſhort · lv d. 
E [ Afides 

P. Ed. My brother uncle, will be croſs in talk. 

Glo. Oh, fear aot, my lord : we ſhall never quarrel. 

P. Ed. I hope your grace knows how to bear 

with him | 

D. of York, You mean to bear me—not to bear 
| With m : 
Uncle, my brother rocks both you and me 
Becaufe that 1 am httle, like an ape, | 
He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your ſhoulders, 

P. Ed. Fy, brother, I have no ſuch meaning, 
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Stan. With what a ſharp, provided wit, he reaſons! 
To mitigate the ſcorn he gives his uncle, 

He prettily aud aptly raunts himſelf. 
reſ. So cunning, and ſo young, is wonderful! 
le. My lord, will't pleaſe you paſs along ? 
Myſelf and my good couſin of Buckingham, 
Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meet and bid you welcome at the Tower. 

D. of York. What! will ye go to the Tower, my 

dear lord ? 

P. Ed. My Lord Protector will have it fo. 

D. of York, Iſha'n't ſleep in quiet at the Tower, 
Glo. I'll warrant you—King Henry lay there, 
And he fleeps in quiet. [ Aſide. 

P. Ed. What ſhould you fear, brother? 

D. of York. My uncle, Clarence“ ghoſt, my lord; 
My grandmother told me he was kill'd there, 

P. Ed. I fear no uncles dead, 

Glo. Nor any, Sir, that live, I hope. 

P. Ed. I hope ſo too—but come, my lords, 

Tc the Tower, ſince it muſt be ſo. 
[ Exeunt all but Glo'ſter and Bucking. 

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not inſtructed by his ſubtle mother, 

To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobiouſly ? 

Glo. No doubt; no doubt! oh, tis a ſhrewd young 
Stubborn, bold, quick, forward, and capable! [ matter; 
He is all the mother's, from the top to the toe: 
But let them reſt—now, what ſays Cateſby ? 

Buck. My lord, tis much as I ſuſpected, and 
He's here himſelf to inform you. 

Enter Cateſby. 

Glo. So, Cateſby—haſt thou been tampering ? 
What news? ſme, 

Catefby. My lord, according to th' inftruftion given 
With words at diſtance dropt, I ſounded Haſtings, 
Piercing how far he did affect your purpoſe ; 

To which, indeed, I found him cold, unwilling. 

The ſum is this——heſeem'd a while to underſtand 
me not: 5 

At length, from plainer ſpeaking urg'd to anſwer, 

He ſaid in heat, rather than wrong the head 

To whom the crown was due, he'd loſe his own. 

Gl». Indeed ! his own then anſwer for that ſaying : 

He ſhall be taken care of—-meanwhile, Cateſhy, 
Be thou near me.—Couſin of Buckingham, 
Let's loſe no time — the mayor and citizens 

Are now at buſy meeting in Guildhall : 


Thither I'd have you haſte Immediately, 


And at your meeteſt vantage of the time, 


— 


24 Richard the Third. 


Improve thoſe hints I gave you late to ſpeak of, 
But, above all, infer the baſtardy | 
Of Edward's children. 
Buck. Doubt not, my lord, I'll play the orator, 
As if myſelf might wear the golden ce 
For which I plead. 
Glo. If you thrive well, bring em to ſee me Vets, 
Where you ſhall find me ſeriouſly employ'd 
With the moſt leafned fathers of the church, 
Buck. Ifly, my lord, to ſerve you. 
Glo. To ſerve thyſelf, my couſin: 
For look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all thoſe mo;eables 
Whereof the king my brother ſtood poſſeſs d. 
Buck. ithall remember that your grace was boun- 
Glo. Couſin, I have faid it. |  Triful, 
Buck. I am gone, my lord. Exit. 
Glo, So, I've ſecur'd my couſin here. Theſe move- 
Will never let his brains reſt till I'm king. ſables 
Cateſby, go you with ſpeed to Doctor Shaw, 
And thence to Friar Beuker—bid em both 
Attend me here, within an hour at fartheſt; 
Meanwhile my private orders ſhall be given, 
[Exit Cateſby, 
To lock out all admittance to the princes. 
Now, by St, Paul, the work goes bravely on. 
How many frightful ſtops would conſcience make, 
In ſome ſoft heads, to undertake like me! 
Come, this conſcience is a convenient ſcare- crow; 
It guards the fruit which prieſts and wiſe- men taſte, 
Who never ſet it up to fright themſelves; 
They know *cis rags, and gather in the face on't, 
While half-ſtary'd ſhallow. daws, thro' fear, are honeſt. 
Why were laws made, but that we're rogues by na- 
ture? 
Conſcience! tis our coin, we live by parting with it; 4 
And he thrives beſt, that has the moſt to ſpare. 
The proteſting lover buys hope with it, 
And the deluded virgin ſhort-liv'd pleaſure: 
Old grey-beards cram their avarice wirh it; 
Your lank-jaw'd hungry judge will dine upon” t. 
And hang the guiltleſs, rather than eat his mutton 
The crown'd head quits it for deſpotic ſway, | cold :. 
The ſtubborn people for unaw'd rebellion. 
There's not a ſlave but has his ſhare ef villain: © 
Why then ſhall after ages think my deeds 
Inhuman ! fince my worſt are but ambition. 
E'en all mankind to ſome lov'd ills incline: 


Great men chuſe greater ſins, ambition's mine. 
[Tit. 
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S CEN E draus, and diſcovers Lady Anne fit- 


ting on a Couch. 
L. Anne. When, when ſhall I have reſt! Was 
marriage made 

To be the ſcourge of our offences here! 
On! no—'twas meant 2 bleſſing to the virtuous ; 
It once was ſo ta me, tho' now my curſe, 
The fruit of Edward's love was ſweet and pleaſing; 
But oh! untimely cropt by cruel Glo'ſter; 
Who rudely having grafted on his ſtock, 
Now makes my wretched life yield only ſorrow. 
Let me have muſig to compoſe my thoughts. 


Lie muſic 
It will not be--nought but the grave can cloſe my 
But ſee, [eyes. 


He comes, the rude diſturber of my pillow, 
Enter Glo'ſter. 

Glo. Ha! ſtill in tears! let them flow on; ; they're 
Of a ſubſtantial grief—why don't ſhe die? [ figns 
She muſt, my intereſt will not let her live. 

The fair Elizabeth hath caught my eye ; 
My heart's vacant, and ſhe ſhall fill her place. 
They ſay that women have but tender hearts : 

"Tis a miſtake, I doubt—I've tound em tough; 
They'l! bend, indeed - but he muſt ſtrain that cracks 
All I can hope's to throw her into ſickneſs, [em. 
That I may ſend her a phyſician's help. FC Afide. 

So, Madam, what! you ſtill take care, I ſee, 
To let the world believe I loye Jou not. 

This outward mourning now, has malice in't, 
So have theſe ſullen diſobedient tears; 

V'il have you tell the world 1 doat upon you. 
L. Arne. I wiſh I could but 'twill not be beliey'd 

Have, I deſerv'd this uſage? _ 

Glow You bhave-you do not par me, as at firſt, 

L. Anne, What haye I done? what horrid crime 

committed ? 

Glo. To me the worſt of crimes; out-liv'd my 

liking. >. | 

L. n If that be criminal, juſt Heav'n, be kind, 
And take me while my penitence is warm. 

Oh, Sir, forgive and kill me. [that murder, 

Glo. Umphl no—the me- idling world will call 
And 1 would have them think me pititul. 

Now, wert thou not afraid of ſelt-deftruQion, * 
Thou haſt a fait excuſe fort. 4 
L. Anne, How fain rt be fr! tends with beach; L 


h, name it.. 142 4; 
Glo. Thy huſhand's hate: .ngr do H hat? Zee ly 
From the dull'd edge ot e ite n 
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But from the eager love I bear another. 
Some call me hypocrite—what think*'ſt thou now? 
Do I difſemble ? [ bled, 
L. Anne. Thy vows of love to me were all diſſem- 
Glo. Not one - for when I told thee fo, I lov'd ; 
Thou art the only ſoul T never yet deceiv'd; 
And tis my honeſty that tells thee now, 
With all my heart I hate thee. | 
If this have no effect, ſhe is immortal. [ Aſide, 
L. Anne. Forgive me, Heav'n, that 1 forgave this 
Oh, may my ſtory, told in after ages, [man ! 
Give warning to our eaſy ſex's ears; | 
May it unveil the hearts of men, andfirike 
Them deaf to their diſſimulated love 
Enter Cateſby. 
Glo. Now, Cateſby 
Cateſby. My lord, his grace of Buckingham attend 
your highneſs' pleaſure. 
Glo. Wait on him I'll expect him here. 
[ Exit Cateſby. 
Vour abſence, Madam, will be neceſſary. 
L. Anne. Would my death were fo! [Exit. 
Glo, It may be ſhortly. 
Enter Buckingham. 
My coaſin, what ſay the citizens? 
Buck. Now, by our hopes, my lord, they are 
ſenſeleſs ſtones: 
Their heſitating fear has truck em dumb. 
Glo. Touch'd you the baftardy of Edward's chil- 
dren |! 
Back, I did, with his contract to Lady Lucy; 
Nay, his own baſtardy, and tyranny for trifles; 
Laid open all your viRories in Scotland, 
Your diſcipline in war, wiſdom in peace; 
Your bounty, juſtice, fair humility; 
Indeed, left nothing that might gild our cauſe 
Untouch'd, or ſlightly handled, in my talk: 
And when my oration drew towards an end, 
1 urg'd of them that lov'd their country's good, 
To do you right, and cry, Long live King Richard. 
Glo. And did they ſo? 
* Not one, by heav'n—but each, like ſtatues 
x'd, 
Speechleſs and pale, ſtar'd in his fellow's face: 
Which when I ſaw, I reprehended them, ; 
And a{k'd the Mayor what meant this wilful filence ? 
His anſwer was, the people were not us'd 
To be ſpoken to, but by the Recorder; 
Who then took on him to repeat my words : 
Thus faith the duke, thus hath the duke inſerr'd; 
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But nothing urg'd, in warrant from himſelf. 
When he had done, ſome followers of my own, 

At th' lower end of th' hall, hurl'd up their caps, 

And ſome ten voices cry'd, God ſave King Richard! 

At which I took the vantage of thoſe few, 

And cry'd, Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends, 

This general applauſe, and chearful ſhout, 

Argues your wiſdom, and your love to Richard : 

And even here broke off, and came away, 

Glo. Oh, tongueleſs blocks] would they not ſpeak ? 

Will not the Mayor, then, and his brethren, come ? 
Buck. The Mayor is here at hand—feign you 

ſome fear, 

And be not ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit. 

A prayer-book in your hand, my lord, were weil, 

Standing between two churchmen of repute ; 

For on that ground I'll make an holy deſcant : 

Yet be not eaſily won to our requeſts; 

Seem, like the virgin, fearful of your wiſhes, 

Glo. My other ſelf—my counſel's conſiſtory! 

My oracle! my prophet! my dear couſin! 

I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

Buck. Hark! the Lord Mayor's at hand—away, 
my lord; 

No doubt, but yet we reach our point propos'd. 
Glo. We cannot fail, my lord, while you are pilot! 

— A little flattery ſometimes does well. [ Exit, 

Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens, 
Buck. Welcome, my lord; I dance attendance 

I am afraid the duke will not be ſpoke withal. [here. 

f Enter Cateſby. 

Now, Cateſby, what ſays your lord to my requeſt ? 

. Cateſby. My lord, he humbly does intreat your 
To vitit him to-morrow, or the next day: [grace 
He's now retir'd with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation 
And in no worldly ſuits would he be moy'd, 

To interrupt his holy exerciſe. 

Buck, Return, good Cateſby, to the gracious duke; 

Tell him myſelf, the Mayor, and citizens, 

In deep deſigns, in matters of great moment, 

No leſs importing than our general good, 

Are come to have ſome conference with his grace. 
Cateſby. My lord, I'll inftantly inform his highneſs. 
Buck. Ah, my lord! this prince is not an Ed- 

He is not lolling on a lewd love-bed, [ward 

But on his knees at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 

But with two deep divines in ſecret praying: 

Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
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Take on himſelf the toil of ſoy'reignty ! 

Ld. Mayer. Happy, indeed, my lord ! 
He will not, ſure, refuſe our proffer'd love! 
Buck. Alas, my lord! you know him not: his 
mind's _ | 48 

Above this world-—— he's for a crown immortal, 
Look there, his door opens : now, where's our hope ? 
Ld. Mayor. See where his grace ſtands, tween 


two clergymen! Pp 
Buck. Ay, ay, tis there he's caught—there's his 
ambition. 


Ld. Mayor. How low he bows, to thank em for 
And ſee! a prayer-book in his hand! [their care! 

Buck. Would he were king, we'd give him leave 

to pray: 

Methinks I wiſh it for the love he bears the city. 
How have I heard him vow, he thought it hard 
The mayor ſhould loſe his title with. his office ! 
Well, who knows? He may be won. 

Ld. Mayor. Ah, my lord! | 

Buck. See, he comes forth my friends, be reſo- 
I know he's cautious to a fault: but do not ( lute; 
Leave him, till our honeſt ſuit be granted. 

Enter Glo'ſter, with @ Books 

bo. Couſin of Buckingham, 
I do beſeech your grace to pardon me, 
Who, earneſt in my zealous meditation, 
So long deferr'd the ſervice of my friends. 
Now do I fear I've done ſome ſtrange offence, 
That looks diſgracious in the city's eye. If fo, 
Tis juſt you ſhould reprove my ignorance, 

Buck. You have, my lord; we with your grace, 
On our intreaties, would amend your fault, 

Glo, Elſe wherefore breathe I in a chriſtian land? 

Buck. Know then, it is your fault that you reſign 
The ſcepter'd office of your anceſtors, | 
Fair England's throne, your own due right of birth, 
To the corruption of a blemiſh'd ſtock :; 
While in the mildneſs of your ſleeping thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to our country's good) 
This wounded ile does want her proper limbs 
Which to recure, join'd with theſe loyal men, 
Your very worſhipful and loving friends, 
And by their zealous inſtigation, 
In this juſt cauſe I come to move your highneſs, 
That on your gracious ſelf you'd take the charge 
And kingly government of this your land 
Not as protector, ſteward, ſubſtitute, 
Or lowly factor for another's gain; 
But as ſucceffively from blood to blood, 
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Your own, by-Light of birth, and lineal glory. 

Glo, I cannot tell, if to depart i in filence, — 
Or bitterly to ſpeak in your reproof, b 
Fits beſt with my degree, or your condition 3 . 
Therefore to ſpeak in juſt refuſal of your ſuit, 

And then in ſpeaking not to check. my friends, 
9 thus I anſwer you: 

our love deſerves my thanks; but my deſert, 
; Unmeritable, ſhuns your fond requeſt; 

For, Heav'n be thank'd, there is no need of me; 

The royal ſtock has left us royal fruit, 

Waich, mellow'd by the ſtealing. hours of time, 

Will well become the ſeat of majeſty, 

And make us (no doubt) happy by his reign. 

On him 1 lay what you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happier ftars, 

Which Heav'n forbie my thoughts ſhould rob him of“ 

Ld. Mayor. Upon our knees, my lord, we beg 

To wear this precious robe of dignity, [your g grace 

Which on a child muſt fit too looſe and heavy; 

*Tis yours, befitting both your wiſdom and your 
s Cateſpvy. My lord, this coldneſs is unkind, birth. 
Nor ſuits it with ſuch ardent N 

Buck. Oh, make em happy! grant their lawful 


ſuit, 1 
Glo. Alas! why would you heap this care on me 
I am unfit for ſtate and majeſty. , 


I thank you for your loves, but muſt declare 
(1 do beſcech you take it not amiſs) | 
I will not, dare not, muſt not, yield to you. 
Buck. If you refuſe us thro a ſoft remorie, 
Lath to depoſe the child, your brother's fon, 
% (As well we know your tenderneſs of heat); 
1? Yet know, tho' you deny us to the laſt, 
Your brother's ſon ſhall never reign our king; 
But we will plant ſome other in the throne, 
h To the diſgrace and downfal of your houſe; 
, And thus reſolv'd, I bid you, Sir, farewel.— 
My lord, and gentlemen, I beg your pxrdon 
For this vain trouble—my intent was good, 
I would have ſerv'd my country, and my king: 
But 'twill not be- arewel, till next we meet. 
La. Mayor. Be not too raſh, my lord: his grace 
relents. 
Buck. Away, you but deceive yourſelves. [ Exit. 
Cateſby. Sweet prince, accept their ſuit, 
Lad. Mayor. If ydu deny us, all the land will rue it. 
G1. Call him again [Exit Cateſby. I You wi 
enforce me to 
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A world of cares am not made of ſtone, 

But penetrable to your kind intreaties; 

Tho, Heaven knows, againſt my own inclining, 
Enter Buckingham and Cateſby. 

Couſin of Buckingham, and ſage, grave men, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To bear her burden whether I will or, no, 

] muſt have patience to endure the load; 

But if black ſcandal, or foul-fac'd reproach, 

Attend the ſequel of your impoſition, 

Your mere inforcement ſhall acquittance me; 

For Heaven knows, as you may partly ſee, 

How far I am fre m the defire of this! 

Ld. Mayer. Heaven guard your grace! we ſee it, 

and will ſay it. | 

Cle. You will but ſay the truth, my lord. 

Buck. My heart's ſo full, it ſcarce has vent for 
My knee will better ſpeak my duty now! {| words; 
Long live our ſovereign, Richard, king of England. 

Cleo. Indeed, your words have toueh'd me nearly, 
Pray riſe— I wiſh you could recal em. [couſin! 

Buck. It would be treaſon now, my lord. To- 
If it ſo pleaſe your majeſty, from council [ morrow, 
Orders ſhall be given for your coronation. 

Glo. E'en when you pleaſe, for you will have it ſo, 

Bucks To-morrow then we will attend you ma- 

And now we take our leaves with joy. Jeſty; 
S.. Couſin, adieu my loving friends, fare wel. 
I muſt unto my holy work again. 

[ Exeunt all but Richard, 
Why, now my golden dream is out 
Ambition, like an early friend, throws back 
My curtains with an eager hand, o'erjoy'd 
To tell me what I dreamt is true—A crown! 
Thou bright reward of ever-daring minds! 
Oh ! how thy awful glory wraps my ſoul ! 
Nor can the means that got thee dim thy luſtre: 


For not men's love, fear pays-thee adoration, ; 


And fame not more ſurvives from good, than evil deeds. 
Th' aſpiring youth that fir'd the Epheſian dome 
Outlives, in fame, the pious fool that rais'd it. 
Conſcience, lie ſtill; more lives :qy{ yet be drain'd; 


Crowns got with blood,muſt be with —— n'd. 
| xit, 
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SCENE, the Tower. 


Enter Queen, Prince Edward, Duke of York, Du- 
cheſs of York, and Lady Anne in tears. 


P, Ed. RAY, Madam, do not leaye me yet, 
For I have many more complaints to 
tell you. 

Queen. And I unable to redreſs the leaſt, 

What would'ſt thou fay, my child? 

P. Ed. Oh, mother, ſince I have lain i' th' Tower, 
My ref has ſtill been broke with frightful dreams, 
Or ſhocking news has wak'd me into tears: 

I'm ſcarce allow'd a friend to viſit me; 

And my old honeſt ſervants are turn'd off, 

And in their rooms are ftrange ill-natur'd fellows, 
Who look ſo bold as they were all my maſters; 
And I'm afraid they'll ſhortly take you from me. 

Duc. of York. Oh, mournful hearing 

— Annes Oh, unhappy prince ! 

D. of York. Dear brother, why do you weep fo? 
You make me cry too 
veen. Alas, poor innocence! 

P. Ed. Would I but knew at what my uncle aims; 

If *twere my crown, I'd freely give it him, 
* he'd but let me joy my life in quiet. 
D. of York. Why, will my uncle kill us, brother ? 

P. Ed. J hope he won't; we never injur'd him. 

Queen. ] cannot bear toſee em thus, ¶ Weeping 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stan. Madam, I hope your majeſty will pardon 
What I am griev'd to tell, unwelcome news! 

Queen. Ah, me! more ſorrow, yet! My lord, 

we've long 
Deſpair'd of happy tidings; pray what i&t? 

Stan. On Tueſday laſt your noble kinſmen, Rivers, 
Grey, and Sir Thomas Vaughan, at Pomfret, 
Were executed on a public ſcaffold, 

Duc. of York. Oh, diſmal tidings! 

HP. Eg. Oh, poor uncles ! I doubt my turn is next. 

L. Anne. Nor mine, I fear, far off. 

ueen. Why, then, let's weicome blood and maſ- 
Yield all our throats to the fell tiger's rage, ¶ ſacre, 
And die lamenting one another's wrongs. 
Oh! I foreſaw this ruin of our houſe, [Weeps. 
Enter Cateſby. 

Cateſdy. Madam, the king 
Has ſent me to inform your majeſty, 

That oy prepare (as is advis'd from council) 
D 2 
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To-morrow for your royal coronation. 
Queen. What do I hear! ſupport, me Heay'n ! 
L. Anne. Deſpightful tidings! Oh, unpleaſing 

Ales, I heard of this before, but could not, [ news! 

For my ſoul, ſind heart to tell you of it. 

Cateſe y. The king does farther wiſh your majeſty 
Would iefs employ your viſits at the Tower ; 

He gives me leave t' attend you to the court, 

And is impatient, Madam, till he ſees you. 

L. Arne. Farewel to all; and thou, poor injur'd 
Forgive the unfriendly duty I muſt pay. [queen, 

cen. Alas, kind foul, I envy not thy glory; 

Nor think I'm pleas'd thou'rt partaer in our ſorrows 
Corefby. Madam. 

Z.. Anne. I come. * 

Auen. Fare wel, thou woefu! welcomer of glory. 

Cat:/by, Stall 1 attend your majeſty? 

L. Aine. Attend me! whither? to be crown'd? 
Let me with deadly yenom be anointed, 

And die ere man can ſay, Long live the queen: 
Queen. Poor grieving heart! I pity thy complaining. 
L. Anne. No more than with my ſoul I mourn for 

yours. | 

A long farewel to all. [ Exit wwith Cateſby. 
Stan. Take comfort, Madam. | 

* Queen, Alas! where is it to be found? 

Death and deſtruction follow us ſo cloſe, 

They ſhortly mutt o'ertake us. 

Stan. In Brittaay 5 

My ſon-in-law, the Earl of Richmond, till 

Refides, who with a jealous eye obſerves 

The lawleſs actions of aſpiring Glo'ſter; 

To him would I adviſe you, Madam, fly 

Forth with, for aid, protection, and redreſs : 

He will, Im ſure, with open arms receive you. 
Duc. of York, Delay not, Madam, 

For tis the only hope that Heav'n has left us. 
eck. Dowith me what you pleaſe—forany change 

Mutt furely better our condition. 

Stun. I farther would adviſe you, Madam, this 
To rera:ve the princes to ſome 3 
Remote abode, where you yourſelf are miſtreſs. 

P. Ed. Dear Madam, take me hence; for I ſhall 
Enjoy a moment's quiet here, [ne'er 

D. of York. Nor I; pray, mother, let me go, too. 

Lucen. Come, then, my pretty young ones, let's 
For here you lie within the falcon's reach, [away, 
Who watches but tk' unguarded hour to ſeize you. 

Enter Lieutenant. 
Licut. I beg your majeſty will pardon me; 


* 
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But the young princes muſt, on no account, 
Have egreſs from the To- er, | 
Nor mult (without the king's efpecial licence) 
Of what degree foever, any perſon 
Have admittance to *em—all mutt retire.” 
Queen. I am their mother, Sir; who elſe com- 
If I paſs freely, they ſhall follow me. [mands *em ? 
For you—Pli take the peril of your fault upon myſelt. 
Lieut. My inclination, Madam, would oblige you 
But I ain bound by oath, and muſt obey; 
Nor, Madam, can I now with ſafety anſwer 
For this continued viſit. 
Pleaſe you, my lord, to read theſe orders. 
Queen. Oh heay'nly pow'rs | ſhall I not ſtay with 
'em ? 
Lieut, Such are the king's commands, Madam. 
Queen, My lord! 
Stan. Tis too true—and it were vain t* oppoſe 
Queen. Support me, Heav'n ! lem. 
For life can never bear the pangs of ſuch a parting. 
Ch, my poor chileten! oh, diitrafting thought! 
I dare not bid em (as I ſhould) fare wel; 
And then, to part in filence, ſtahs my ſoul ! 
P. Ed. What, muſt you leave us, mother? 
Queen. What ſhall I ſay ? [ Afide. 
But tor a time, my loves—we ſhall meet again, 
At leaſt in heaven. i aps 
D. of York. Won't you take me with you, mother? 
I ſhall be ſo fraid to ſtay, when you are gone. 
Queen, I cannot ſpeak to em, and yet we muſt 
Be parted—then let theſe kiſſes ſay farewel. 
Why! oh, why! juſt Heav'n, muſt theſe be our laſt F 
Duc. of York. Give not your grief ſuch way 
be ſudden when you part, | 
Queen. 1 will—ſince it mult be—to Heav'n ] leave 
Hear me, ye guardian powers of innocence! ['em: 
Awake or ſleeping, ob, protect em Mill ! 
Still may their helpleſs youtł attract men's pity, 
That, when the arm of cruelty is rais'd, 
Their looks may drop the lifted dagger down, 
From the ſtern murderer's relenting hand, 
And throw him on his knees in penitence ! 
Both Princes. Oh, mother! mother! 
Qucen. Oh, my poor children! [ Exeunt ſeverally.. 
.SCEN.E, the Preſence. 
Diſcovering Glo'ſter ſeared, Buckingham, Cateſby, 
Ratcliff, Lovel, &c. 
Glo. Stand all apart--Coufin of Buckingham. 
Bucl. My agar; zu. 


91 


34 Richard the Third. 


Ge. Give me thy hand. 

At length by thy advice and thy aſſiſtance, 
Is Glo'ſter ſeated on rhe Engliſh throne. 
But ſay, my coufin 
What! ſhall we wear theſe glories for a day? 

Or ſhall they laſt, and we rejoice in them ? 

Buck. I hope for ages, Sir—long may they grace 

ou ! 

Ce. Oh, Buckingham! now dol play the touch- 
To try if thou be current friend, indeed, [| ſtone, 
Young Edward lives, ſo does his brother York ; 
Now think what I would ſpeak. 

Buck. Say on, my gracious lord. 

Glo. I tell thee, coz, I've lately had two ſpiders 
Crawling upon my ſtartled hopes 
Now, tho" thy friendly hand has bruſh'd em from 
Yet {till they crawl offenſive to my eyes: [ me, 
1 would have ſome kind friend to tread upon em. 

1 would be king, my coulin, 

Buck. Why, to I think you are, my royal lord. 

Gly. Ha! am I king ? "tis ſo—but—Edward lives. 

Buck. Moſt true, my lord. 

Gis, Couſin, thou wert not wont to be ſo dull. 
Shall I be plain? — I wiſh the battards dead, 

And ] would have it ſuddenly perform'd: 
Now, couſin, canſt thou anſwer me? 

Buck. None dare diſpute your highneſs' pleafure, 

Glo. Indeed ! methinks thy kindneſs freezes, couſin. 
Theu doft refuſe me, then !=they ſha!l not de. 

Back. My lord, ſince 'tis an action cannot be 
Recall'd, allow me but ſome pauſe to think; 


I' inſtantly reſolve your highneſs. [ Exit, 
Cateſoy. The king ſeems angry; ſee, he gnaws his 
lip. 


Glo. I'll henceforth deal with ſhorter- ſighted fools 
None ate for me, that look into my deeds, 
With thinking eyes 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumſpect; 
The beſt on't is, it may be done without him. 
Tho" not fo well, perhaps —had he conſented, 
Why then the murder had been his, not mine, 
We'll make a ſhift as "tis. [ Aſide. ]-Come hither, 

Cateſby; 

Where's that ſame Tirrel whom thou told'ſt me of ? 
Haſt thou given him thoſe ſums of gold I order'd ? 
Cathy. 1 have, my liege. 

Cie. Where is he? 

Caceſy. He waits your highneſs pleaſure. 
- Glo. Give him this ring, and ſay myfelf 
Will bring him farther orders inſtantly, [ Ex; Cate. 
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The deep-revolving Duke of Buckingham 

No more ſhall be the neighbour to my councils: 

Has he io long held out with me untir'd, / 

And ſtops he now for breath! Well, be it fo. [ Aſide. 
Enter Lord Stanley. 


How now, /Lord Stanley, what's the news ? 
Stan, I hear, my liege, the lord marquis of Dorſet 
Is fled to Richmond, now in Brittany. 
Glo. Why let bim go, my lord: he may be ſpar'd. 
Hark thee, Ratcliff, when ſaw'ſ thou Anne, my 
acen ? 
Is ſhe ſtill weak? has my phyſician ſeen her? 
Rat. He has, my lord, and fears her mightily. 
Glo. But he's exceeding ſkilful, ſhe'll mend ſhortly, 
Rat, I hope ſhe will, my lord. 
Glo, And if the does, I have miſtook my man. 
I muſt be marry'd to my brother's daughter, 
At whom the Briton, Richmond, aims, 
And by that knot looks proudly on the crown. 
Eut then to ſtain me with her brother's blood; 
Is that the way to wooe the ſiſter's love? 
No matter what's the way—for while they live, 
My goodly kingdom's on a weak foundation. [ Aide. 
*Tis done, my daring heart's reſolv'd—they're dead! 
Enter Buckingham. 
Buck. My lord, I have conſider'd in my mind, 
The late requeſt that you did ſound me in. 
Ge. Well,letthatreſt—Dorietis fled to Richmond. 
Buck. Ihave heard the news, my lord. 
Glo. Stanley, he's your near kinſman—well, look 
to him. 
Buck. My lord, I claim that gift, my due by pro- 
mile, 
For which your honour and your faith's engag'd ; 
The earldom of Hereford, and thoſe moveabtes 
Which you,have promiſed I ſhall poſleſs. 
Glo. Stanley, look to your wife; if ſhe convey 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 
Burk, What ſays your highneſs to my juſt requeſt ? 
G12. Ido remember me, Harry the Sixth 
Did propheſy that Richmond ſhould be king, 
When Richmond was a little peeviſh boy; 
*Tis odd—a king, perhaps 
Enter Cateſby. 


—_ My lord, I have obey'd your higneſs“ or- 
ers. 


Buck. May it pleaſe you to reſolve me in my ſuit, 
G1. Lead Tirrel to my cloſet, I'll meet him, 
Buck, I beg your highneſs' ear my lord. 
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Glo, I'm e e troubleſt me—I" m not i'thꝰ 
vein. LEExit. 
Buck. Oh, patience Heav'n! is't thug he pays 
my ſervice ? 
Was it for this I rais'd him to the throne ? 
Oh! if the peaceful dead have any ſenſe 
Of thoſe vile injuries they bore while living, 
Then'ſure the joyful ſouls of blood-ſuck'd Edward, 
Henry, Clarence, Haſtings, and all that through 
His foul-corrupted dealings have miſcarry'd, 
Will from the walls of heav'n in ſmiles look down, 
To ſee this tyrant tumbling from his throne ; c 
His fall unmourn'd, and bloody as their own. 
[ Exit. 
SCENE, an Apartment in the Tower. 
Enter Tirrel, Dighton, and Foreſt. 
Tirrel. Come, gentlemen, 
Have yuu concluded on the means? 
Foreſt. Smother will make no noiſe, Sir. 
Tirrel. Let it be done i*th'dark—for ſhould you ſee 
Their young faces, who knows how far their looks 
Of innocence may tempt you into p:ty? 
Stand barck—Lieutenant, have you ' brought- the 
keys? n 
Enter Lieutenant. 
Lieut. I have 'em, Sir. 
Tirrel. Then here's your warrant to deliver em. 
[ Gwving a ring. 
Lient. Your ſervant, Sir. 
What can this mean? why, at this dead of night, 
To give em too! Tis not for me tenquire. | Exits 
Tirrel. There, gentlemen; 
That way—you have no farther need of me. 
[ Exeunt ſeveral y. 
| Enter Glo'ſter. 
Glo. Would it were done: 
There is a bufy ſomething here, 
That fooliſh cuſtom has made terrible 
To the intent of evil deeds; and nature too, 
As if ſhe knew me womaniſh and weak, 
Tugs at my heart-ſtrings with complaining cries, 
To tall me from my purpoſe 
And then the thought of what men's e will 
Of what their hearts muſt think; | [lay 
To have no creature love me living, nor 
My memory when dead! 
Shall future ages, when theſe children's tale 
Is told, drop tears in pity of their hapleſs fate, 
And 84 with deteſtation the miſdeeds of Glo ler, 
The crook- back d tyrant, cruel, barbarvus, 
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And bloody? Will they not ſay too, 

That to poſſeſs the crown, nor laws divine 

Nor human ſtopt my way ?—Why let em ſay it; 
They can't but fay I had the crownz 

J was not fool as well as villain. 

Hark | the murder's doing :- princes, farewel ; 

To me there's muſic in your paſſing-bell, | Exit. 
| Enter Tirrel. 

Tirrel. Tis done; the barbarous bloody act is 
Ha! the king—his coming, hither, at this [done! 
Late hour, ſpeaks him impatient for the news. 

< Enter Glo'ſer. | 

Glo, Now, my Tirrel, how are the brats diſpos'd ? 
Say, am I happy ? haſt thou dealt upon 'em ? 

Tirrel. If to have done the thing you gave in charge, 
Begzt your happineſs—then, Sir, be happy, for it is 


Glo. But didſt thou ſee em dead; [cones 
_ Tirrel. I did, my lord. | 
Cle. And bury'd, my good Tirrel ? [ſure. 


Jierel. In that I thought to aſk your grace's plea- 

Glo. I have it'll have em ſure—get me a coffin 
Full of holes; let 'em be both cramm'd into it: 
And, hark thee, in the night-tide throw em down 
The Thames—once in, they'll find the way to the 

bottom : - 

Meantime, but think how I may do thee good, 
Aud be inhernw. of thy deſire. 

Tirrel. I humbly thank your highneſs, 

Glo. About it ſtraight, good Tirrel. 

Tirrel. Conclude it done, my lord. [ Exit. 

Glo. Why then, my loudeſt fears ate huſh'd; 

The ſons of Edward have eternal reſt, 5 

And Anne, my wife, has bid this world good- night; 

While fair Elizabeth, my beauteous niece, 

Like a new morn, lights onward to my wiſhes, 
Euter Cateſby. 

Cat. My lord [bluntiy? 

Glz. Good news, or bad, that thou com'ſt in fo 

Cat. Bad news, my lord; Morton is fled to Rich- 

mond, 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welchmer, 
Is in the field, and ſtill his power increaſes. 

Glo. Morton with Richmond touches me more near 
Than Buckingham, and his raſh-levy'd numbers. 
But come, dangers retreat, when boldly they're con- 
And dull delays lead impotence and fear; {| fronted, 
Then fiery expedition raile my arm, 

And fatal may it fall on cruſh'd rebellion ! 
Let's muſter men, my council is my ſhield ; 
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We muſt be brief, when traitors brave the field. 
[ Exit. 
SCENE, the Tower. 
Enter Queen, and Ducheſs of York. 
Queen. Oh, my poor children! Oh, my tender 
babes, 
My unblown flowers, pluck'd by untimely hands; 
If yet your gentle ſouls fly in the air, 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation. 
Why ſlept their guardian angels, when this deed 
was done? 

Duc. of York. So many miſeries have drain'd my 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ſtill and mute. [eyes, 
Why ſhould calamity be full of words ? 

Queen. Let's give em ſcope; for tko' they can't 
Yet do they eaſe affliction. [remove, 

Dac. of York. Why, then, let us be loud in ex- 

clamations ; 
To Richard haſte, and pierce him with our cries. 
| [Trumpets ſound a march. 
Hark! his trumpet ſounds—this way muft he paſs. 

Queen. Alas! Pve not the daring to confront him. 

Duc. of Ter. I have a mother's right, I'll force 

bim hear me. 

Enter Glo'ſter, and Cateſby, with Forces. Trumpet 
ſounds a march. 

Glo. Who interrupts me in my expedition ? 

Duc. of York. Doſt thou not know me? Art thou 

not my ſon ? | 

Glo. I cry you mercy, Madam; is it you? 

Duc. of York, Art thou my ſon ? 

Glo. Ay, I thank Heav'n, my father, and yourſelf. 

Duc. of York. Then I command thee hear me. 

Glo. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Duc. of York. Stay, I'll be mild and gentle in my 

words. a 
Glo. And brief, good mother, for I am in haſte. 


Duc. of York. Why, I have ſtaid for thee (juſt 


In torment and in agony. [Heaven knows) 
Glo. And came I not at laſt to comfort you ? 
Duc. of York. No, on my ſoul; too well thou 

A grievous burden was thy birth to me, [know'ſt 

Techy and wayward was thy infancy; 

Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and ſtubborn z 


Thy age confirm'd, moſt ſubtle, proud, and bloody, | 


Glo. If I am fo diſgracious in your eye, 
Let me march on, and not offend you, Madam. 


— 
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Strike up the drum. 
Duc. of York, Yet ſtay, I charge thee hear me. 
ween, If not, hear me—for I have wrongs will 
Without a tongue—Methinks the very ſight | ſpeak 
Of me ſhould turn thee into ſtone: | 
Where are my children, Glo'ſter ? | 

Duc. of York. Where is thy brother Clarence? 

Qucen. Where Haſtings? 

Duc. of York. Rivers? 

Qreen. Vaughan? 

Duc. of York. Grey? 

Glo. A flouriſh, trumpets; ſtrike alarm, drums. 
Let not the Heav'ns hear theſe tell-tale women 
Rail on the Heav'ns anointed—Strike, I ſay. 

[ Alarm of drums and trumpets. 
Either be patient, and intreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of war, 
Thus will J drown your exclamations. 
Duc. of York, Then hear me, Heav'n! and 
eav'n, at his lateſt hour, 
Be deaf to him, as he is now to me! 
Ere from this war he 'turn a conqueror, 
Ye powers, cut off his dangerous thread of life, 
Left his black ſins riſe higher in account 
Than hell has pains to puniſh! 
Miſchance and ſorrow wait thee to the field ! 
Heart's diſcontent, languid, and lean deſpair, 
With all the hells of guilt, purſue thy Reps for 
ever! [ Exit. 

Queen. Tho' far more cauſe, yet much leſs power 
Abides in me—l ſay amen to her. to curſe 

Glo, Stay, Madam, I would beg ſome words with 

you. 

Queen, What canſt thou afk, that I have now to 
Ist another ſon? Glo'ſter, I have none. [grant, 

Glo. You have a beauteous daughter, call'd Eli- 

Yueen. Muſt the die, too? - [zabeth 

Glo. For whoſe fair ſake I'll bring mare good to 
Than ever you or yours from me had harm; [ you, 
So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoul, 

Thou'lt drown the ſad remembrance of thoſe wrongs 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt me the cruel cauſe of, 

2 Be brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy kind- 
Laſt longer telling than thy kindneſs' date. [ neſs, 

Glo. Know, then, that from my ſoul I love the 
Elizabeth, and will, with your permiſſion, [fair 
Seat her on the throne of England. 

ueen, Alas! vain man, how canſ thou woo her? 
Glo. That I would learn of you, 
As one being beſt acquainted with her humour, 
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* Queen. If chou ue Lin & 8 chen woo her thus; 
Send tovher; by: the man that kjitf'd her brothers, 

A pair of bleeding hearts thereon gtd, 
Edward and Vork — then haply will ſhe weep; 
On this, preſent her with an handkerchief 
Stain'd with their blood, to wipe her woeful DUO 
If this inducement move her not to love,” | 
Read o'er the hiftory of thy noble deeds 7", Frag 
Tell her, thy pelicy took off her uncles," \, of 
Clarence, Rivers, Grey; nay, and for her lake, 
Made quick conveyance' with her dear aunt Anne. 

Glo. You mock me, Madam ; this! Is not the "fray 
To win your daughter, © © | 

Qucen. What ſhall I ſay? ſtill to affront hs love, 
1 fear but will-incenſe him to revenge; 
And to conſent, I ſhould abhor myſelf: 


VI 


Yet I may ſeemingly comply; and hs - 4 + 
By ſending Richmond word of his intent, 
Shall gain ſome time to let my child eſcape him. 

It ſhall be ſo. IA lde. 


1 haye confider'd, Sir, of your important wit es, - 
And could I but beffove them real- 1 ; 
Glo. Now by the ſacred hoſts: of ſaints 8 

Queen. Oh do not ſwear, my lord 3 Taſk no oath, 
Unleſs my daughter dbubt you more "than 1. 

Glo. Oh, my kind mother! (I muſt call vod ſo) 
Be thou to her my love's ſoft orator; | 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been” - © * 
Not my deſerts, but what I will deſerve; - 
And when this warlike arm ſhall have chafſtis'd* 
The audacious rebel, hot-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come, 
And lead your daughter to a conqueror's bed. 

Queen. My lord, fatewel—in ſome few days expe 
To hear how fair a progreſs 1 have made: 


Till ſ chen, be happy às you're penitent. 
- Glo; My heart goes with you to my love. Fare. 
wel. v / Ceed! 


Rojentings ſhallow-thoughted Bed >: | 
Enter Ratelifl. 
How now! the news! 

Rat. Moſt gracious ſovereign, on the weſtern coaſts 
Rides a,moſt powerful navy, and our fears; +» 
Inform us Richmond is their admirat,... A Hebbel vd 
There do they hull, expecting but the n A 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them — Bagh [Exite. 

Glo. We muſt prevent him marr OR batherys 

Cateſty. My lord, your Fete le \[ Gatejby. 

Glo, Poſt to the duke of Nort; uſtantly z 8 


Did him fight ery; all * For) dN 


That he can make, and meet me ſuddenly 
At Sallfbury—Commend me to his grace - away. 


[Exit Cateſby. 
Enter Lord Stanley. 


Well, my lord, what news have you gather d? 
Stan. Richmond. is on the ſeas, my lord. 
Glo. There let him fink-—andbe the ſeas on him, 
White-liver's renegade—what does he there 
Stan. I Know not, mighty ſovereign, but by gueſs. 
Glo. Well, as you gueſs. 
Stan. Stirt' d up by . Dorſet, Buckingham, and 
Morton, , 
He makes for England, here to claim the crown. 
Glo. Traitor! the crown! 
Where is thy power, then, to beat him back ? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers? 
The ſoe upon our coaſt, and thou no friends to 
meet em? 
Or haft thou march*d” them to the weſtern ſhore, 
To give the rebels conduct from their ſhips? 
Stan. My lord, my friends are ready all i'th' North. 
Glo. The North l hy, what do they do i'th' North, 


When they ſhould ſerve their fovereign in the Weſt? 


Stan. They yet have had no orders, Sir, to move; 
If 'tis your roy ab pleaſure they ſhould march, 
I' lead them on with utmoſt haſte to join you, 
Where, and what time, your majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 
Glo. What, chou would 'ſt be gone to join with 
Richmond? 
Stan. Sir, you have no cauſe to doubt my loyalty; 
Ise'er yet as, nor ever will be, falſes 
Glo. Away then to thy friends, and lead em on 
To meet me bold, come back—l will not truſt thee, 
I've thought a-way- to make thee ſure—your ſon, 
George Starfley, Sir, I'll heve.him left behind; 
And look your heart be firm, 
Or elſe his head's aſſurance is but frail, 
Stan. As I prove true, my lord, ſo deal with oo. 


[ Bxit» 
Enter Ratcliff, 


Rat: My lord, the army of great Buckingham, 
By ſudden floods, and fall of waters, | 
Is half 16, and ſcatter'd; 
And he himſelf wander'd away alone, 
No man kaows whither. 
Glo. Has any careful officer proclaim d 
| Reward'to him chat brings the traitor in? 


7 
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- Rare Such proclamation 00 * been Lone | 
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Enter Cateſby, *' 
Cateſey. My'liege, the duke of Buckingham. is 
* taken. 
bo. Off with his head - ſo much for Buckingham, 
Cateſty. My lord, 1 am ſorry I muſt tell more news, 
Gl. Our with it, 
Cateſoy. The Earl of Richmond, with a mighty 
Is landed, Sir, at Milford power, 
And, to confirm the news; Lord Marquis Dorſet, - 
And Sir Thomas Lovewel, are up in Yorkſhire, 
Glo. Why ay, this! looks rebellfion—Ho! my horſe ! 
By Heav'n, the news alarms my Rirting ſul; 
Come forth, my honeſt ſword, which here I vow, 
By my ſoul's hope, ſhall ne'er again be ſheath'd, 
Ne'er ſhall theſe watching eyes have needful reſt, 
Till death has clos'd em in a glorious grave, 
Or fortune given me: meaſure of l [Exit 


ee, eee A 
S C E N E, the Country. 
Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, andotbers. 


Rich. HUS far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment, 
Glo'fter, the bloody and devouring boar, 
Whoſe ravenovus appetite has ſpoil'd your fields, 
Laid this rich country wafte, and rudely cropt 
Its ripen'd hopes of fair poſterity, 
Is now even in the centre of the iſle, 
As were inform'd, near to the town of Leiceſter: 
From Tanworth thither i is but one day's march; 
And here receive we from our father Stanley, 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement, 
Such as will help and animate our cauſe; 
On which let's chearly on, courageous friends, 
To reap the- harveſt of a laſting peace, | 
Or fame more laſting from a well-fought war. 7 
Oxford. Your words have fire, my lord, and warm 8 
our men, 
Who look'd, methought, but celd before diſ- 
With the unequal numbers of the foe. [hearten' d 
Rich. Why, double em ſtill; our cauſe, would con- 
quer _ AD 
Thrice is he arm'd, that has his uarxel jull 3. * 2 
And he but naked, though lock” 1 up.1n ſteel, | Sh 
Whoſe conſcience with injuſtice is torupted ; © _ | 
The very weight of Glo'ſtet's guilt ſhall cruſh bim. 
3 «nt. His beſt friends, no doubt, will ſoon by ours. 
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Oxford. He has no friends, but what ate ſuch thro” 
fear. 

Rich. And we no foes but what are ſuch to.Heay'n. 

Then doubt not, Heav'n's for us—let's on, my friends. 


True. hope nel er tires, but mounts with eagle s wings z 


Kings it makes gods, aud meaner Creatures kings. 
| Exeu nt. 
SCENE, Beſworth-Field. 
En ter Glo'ſter, Norfolk, Rateliff, Surrey, Sc. 
' Clo, Here pitch our teut, eden in Boſworth- Held. 
My good Lord of Norfol *, the chearful ſpeed 
Ot your ſupply bas merited my thanks. 
Norfolk. J am rewarded, Sir, ia having power 
To ſerve your majeſty. 
Co. You have our thanks, my lord. Up with my 
tent; 
Here will Ilie to- night but where, to-morrow ? 
Woll, no matter where —Has any careful friend 
Diſcover'd yet the number of the rebels? 
Nur folk. My lord, as I trom ſpies am well inform'd, 
Six or ſeven thouſandis their utmoſt power. 
Glo. Why, our battalions treble that account 
Beſides, the king's name is a tower of ſtrength, 
Which they upon the adverſe faction want. 


Ner foik. Their wants are Ry yery my lord 


thoſe een 
Of motion, life and ſpicit=Did you but know 
How wretchedly their men diſgrace the field 
Oh, ſuch a tatter'd hoſt of mounted ſcare-crows ! 
So poor, ſo famiſh'd; their executors, 
The greedy crows, ay hovering oer their heads, 
Impatient for their lean inheritance. ; 
Glo. Now, by St. Paul, we'll fend 'em dianers 
| ang apparel, 
Nay, give their faſting horſes provender, 
And after fight 'em,—How long muſt we ſtay, 
My lords, before theſe deiperate fools will give 
Us time to lay them with their faces upwarus ? 
Norfolk. Unleſs their famine taves our ſwords that 
labour, | 
To-morrow's fun Will light 'em to their ruin; 
So ſoon, I hear, they mean to give us battle. 

C.. The ſooner ſtill the bettet Come, my lords, 
Now let's, ſurvey the vantage of the ground. Vo 
Call me ſome men of ſound direction 

Nor felk, My gracious lord 10 4 

C. What ſay ſt chou, Notrfolæx? 7 

Norfolk. Might 1 adviſe. your m jeſty, you yet. 5 2 
Shall ſave the pod. that may be thed to-. 
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Glo, How ſo, my lord? 

Nor fell. The poor condition of the rebels tells me, 
That, on a pardon offer'd to the lives 
Of thoſe whe inſtantly ſhall 'quit thejr-arms, 


Young Richmond, ere to-morrow's dawn, were 


friendleſs. 

Glo. Why that, indeed, was our ſixth Harry's way, 
Which made his reign oneſcene of rade commotion. 
I'll be in men's deſpite a monarch. No, 

Let kings, that fear, forgive==Blows and revenge 
for me, [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, 3 Mad. 
Enter Richmond, Oxtord, Blunt, Sir William Bran- 
don, Sc. 
Ricb. The weary ſun has made a golden ſet; 
And by yon ruddy brightneſs of the clouds, 
Gives token of a goodly day to- morrow. | 
Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my ſtandard. 
Here have I drawn the model of our battle, 
Which parts in: juſt proportian our ſmall; pawer ; 
Here may eack leader know his ſeveral charge. 
My Lord of Oxford, you, Sir Walter Herbert, 
And you, Sir William Brandon, ſtay; with: me: 
The Earl of Pembroke kveps his regiments 
Enter a Soldier. 

Sold. Sir, a gentleman that calls himſelf Stanley, 
Deſires admittance to the Earl of Richmond. 

Rich. Now, by our hopes, my noble father-in-law! 
Admit him. - My good friends, your leave awkiile. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 9 55 
My honour'd father! on my ſoul, 
The joy of ſeeing you this night, is more 
Than my moſt knowing hopes prefag/d--what news? 

Stan. I by commiſſion bleſs thee fromm thy. mother, 
Who prays continually tor Richmond's good: 

The queen, too, has with tears of joy conſented 
Thou ſhould'ſt eſpouſe Elizabeth her daughter, 
At whom the tyrant Richard cloſely ams. 

In brief (for now the ſhorteſt moment of 

My ſtay is bought with hazard cf my lite) 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 

(For ſo the ſeaſon of adbiirs requires) 

And this be ſure of, I, upon the firſt 

Occaſion ofter'd, will deceive ſome eyes, 

And aid thee in this £9ubtful ſhock of arms, / 

In which I had more forward been ere this, 

But that the life of thy young brother George 
(Whom for my pawn of faith tern Richard keeps) 
Would then be forfeit to his wild revenge. 
Fate wel, the rude enfo:cement of the time 
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Denies me to renew thoſe vows of leve 
Which ſo long {under'd friends ſhould dwell upon. 


Rich. We may meet again, my lor — 
Stan. Til thea, once more, { farewe be reſo- 
lute, and conquer. [ Exit. 
Rich. Give him late conduct to his regiment, 
Well, Sirs, to-morrow proves a buſy day: 
But come, the night's far ſpent—ler's in to council. 
Ciotainy an hour before the ſun get's up | 
Let me be wak d—I will in perſon walk 
From tent to a add early chear the ſoldiers, 
[ Excunte 
8 n ; ib Boſworth. Ficld. 
Enter Glo'ſter, Ratclif, Norfolk, and Cateſby. 
Glo, Cateſby. 
Cateſoy. Here, my lord. 
Glo. Send ant a purſuivant at arms | 
To Stanley's regiment; bid him, fore ſun-riſe, 
Meet me with his power, or young George's head 
Shall pay the forfeit of his cold delav. 
Wat, is my beaver eaſier than it was, 
And alt my armour laid into my tent? 
Cateſty. It is, my liege; all is in readineſs. 
Gl:. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge; 
Uſe careful watch-=chuſ e truſty centinels. 
Nor folk, Doubt not, my lord. 
Gio, Beftirring with the lark, good Norfolk. 
Norfolk. 3 ſhall, my lord [ Fxits 
Gt. Saddle White Surry for the field to-morrow, 
Is ink and paper ready ? 
Carzſhy:.*Itrie, my lord. 
Glo. An havr: after midnight come to my tent, 
And help to arm me good night, my friends. 
; | X | [Exie. 
Cateſty. Methinks the king has not the ple asd 
alacrity, 
Nor chear of mind, that he was wont to have. | 
Rat. The mere effect of buſineſs; 
You'ilfindnim,, Sir, another man i'th” field, 
When you ſhall ſee. him with his bearer up, 
Ray to mount his neighing Need, with whom 
ite ſmiling fees to have ſome wanton tall, 
Oltapping his pamper'd ſides to noid him fit; 
Then, with a motion ſwift and licht 48 ar 230 
Like fiery Mays, he vaults him to the ſaddle, 
Looks terrot to the ſoe, and courage to his f0id ere, 
Caleb. Good. night to Ri chrabnd; 1 nen; forgeas 
His numbers are ſo few, and thoſe ſo fick ſi' near 
And ren Ain their match, if de dates fight us. 
2 3 1314 'w3t, 1 
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He jumps into the ſea to cool his fever. 
But come, *tis late Now let us to our tents. 
We've few hours good, before the trumpet wakes us. 
[ Exeunt. 
Glo'ſter's Tent. 
Enter Glo'ſter from his Tent. _ 

Glo, Tis now the dead of night, and half the 
Is in a lonely ſotemn darkneſs hung; [world 
Vet! (fo coy a dame is ſleep to me) 

With all the weary courtſhip of 
My care-tir'd thoughts, can't win her to my bed, 
Tho' ev'n the ſtars do wink, as 'twere with over- 
watching: 
I'll forth, and walk awhile—the air's refreſhing, 
And the ripe harveſt of the new-mown hay, 
Gives it a ſweet and whoieſome odour, 
How awful is this gloom and hark, from camp to 
The hum of either army filly ſounds, [camp 
That the fixt centinels almoſt receive ; 
The ſecret whiſpers of each other's watch: 
Steed threatens ſeed, in high and boaſtful neighings, 
Piercing the night's dull car—Hark, from the tents, 
The armourers accompliſhing the knights, 
With cliak of hammers cloſing rivets up, 
Give dreadful note of preparation; while ſome, 
Like ſacrifices, by their fires of watch, 
With patience ſit, and inly ruminate 
The morning's dapger—By yon heav'n, my ftern 
Impatience chides this tardy-gaited night, 
Who, like a foul and ugly witch, does limp 
So tediouſly-away—]'ll to my couch, 
And once more try to ſleep her into morning. 
[Lies down ; a groan is beard. 
Ha! what means this diſmal voice ? ture tis 
The echo of ſome yawning grave, 
That teems with an untimely ghoſt— Tis gone! 
*T was but my fancy z or perhaps the wind, 
Forcing his entrance thro' ſome hollow cavern. 
No matter what—l feel my eyes grow heavy. ¶ Sleepre 
. King Henry's Ge riſes. | 

X. Hen. Oh! thou, whoſe unrelenting thoughts 
The hideous terrors of thy guilt can ſhake, {not all 
Whoſe conſcience. with thy body ever ſleeps, | 
Sleep on; while J, by Heav'n's high ordinance, 

In dreams of horror wake thy frightful ſoul z 

Now give thy thoughts to me; let 'em behold  - 
Theſe gaping wonnds, which thy death-dealing hand 
Within the Tower gave my anointed body: 
Now ſhall thy own devouring conſcience gnaw 
Thy heart, and terribly revenge my murder. 


Richard the Third.” 47 
Lady Anne's Gb annere 

L. Anne. Think on the wrongs of wretched Anne 
E en in the battle's heat remember me, [thy wife, 
And edgeleſs fall thy [word=delpair, and die. 
Ghoſts of Prince Edward and ve Duke of York riſe. 

P. Ed. Richard, dream on; and ſee the wand'ring 

ſpirits 
Or thy 3 nephews, murder's't in the Tower: 
Could not our youth, our innocence, pericade 
Thy cruel heart to ſpare our harmleſs Jives ? 
Who, but for thee, alas ! might have enjoy d 
Que many promis'd years of happineſs. 
No ſoul, ſave thine, but pities our miſuſage; 
Oh, *twas a cruel deed | therefore alone, 
Unpitying, unpity'd, ſhalt thou fall. 
K. Hen. The morning's dawa has ſummon 1 me 
away; 
Now, Richard, wake in all the hell of guiit! 
And let that wild deſpair, which now does prey 
Upon thy mangled thonghte, alarm the world. 
Awake; Richard, awake; to guilty minds 
A terrible example [Ali the Cbeſt: fink, 

Glo. Give me a horſe—bind up my wounds! 

Have mercy, Heav'n! Ha! foft! *twas but a dream; 
But then ſo terrible, it ſhakes my ſou! ! 
Cold drops of ſweat hang on my trembling fleſh; 
My blood grows chilly, and I freeze with horror :* 
Oh, tyrant conſcience! how doſt thou afflit me? 
When I look. back, tis terrible retreating 
I cannot bear the thought, nor dare repent : 
I am but mar; and, fate, do thou diſpoſe me. 
Who's there? 

Enter Cateſby. 

Cateſoy. Tis I, my lord: the early village cock 
Has thrice done ſalutation to the morn * 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. _ 

la. Oh, Cateſby! I have had ſuch horrid dreams. 

2 Shadows, my lord — below the ſoldier” s 

eeding. 

Glo. Now, dy my this day's hopes—ſhadows to- 

night 
Have ſtruck more terror to the ſoul of Richard, 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand ſoldiers, © 
Arm'd all in proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 

Cateſoy. Bemore yourſelf, my lord: conſider, Sir, 
Were it bat known a dream had frighted you, 
How would your animated foes pteſume on't! 

Glo, Perifh that thought —no, never be it ſaid 
That fate itſelf could awe the ſoul of Richard. 
Hence, babbling dreams! you threaten here in vain; 
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Conſcience, avaunt! Richard's himſeif agaln. 
Hark ! the hai! tcumpét Tounds to horde, 2: 
My ſoul's in arms, and eager for the f. ay [LE xeirt, 


S EE. NI. a Nod. f 
Enter Richmond, Oxford, Soldiers, Cc. 
Ris. Hit, Ly 
4. Biliwooehalt! 
152 Ho tar into the morning is it, friends? 
Oxford. Near! ours my lord. 
Rico T. e $i 
I am Flad to find we are ſuch early ftirrers | 
Cxferd. | Methinks the foe's leis forward. £ chan we 
th n. ht 'em; 
Worn ag are, We brave the field before em, 
Ni 5. Come, there logs Fre in fact i Eh ful 
Tf Streams fhoald agi mate font refol ye,” RN; 
I'm more nan 7 7 J with thoſe I've hae #5-1:;73% 
Me: Hught that zul the N »f thera whoſe boeies 
Rich's murder 2, came mournins £9 7 y tent, 
An rous'd me to te enge em. 
d. A good omen, Sir. 92 
* TTr umpers ſeund a diflant ware, 
Hat k, he achse of 5 7? 
Tho gur: it fperks them on the frarch, 
Rich. Way then EH, ön, my friends, d fate mz 
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As mid Lchaviour and: humiligy 2 ; 
But „h, the Ha of war blows in our ears, 
Let us Lot gen in df ferce deportment; 
For me, tHe ranſom of mv bolt eye 
Shail Be tb?“ 6, * d7 the earth's cold face; 
But, if wet rt "he £1 1077 ot he fon"? 1 
The meane;t. re Wall Kare his part vt. 
Advance volt tantatds, draw your willing ſwords; 
Sound drums 14 trompets, boldly and chearfully; 
The word*s St. George, Richmond, and victory. 
E [ Exeunt, 
, mM "Enter Oeger, Cateſby, Ec. 
Cl:, Who iaw the ſun to-day ? 

Cate/oy. He has nut yet broke forth, my lord. 

Cl, Then he d tduins to ſhine — for by the FA 
Hethoul? have brd the eaſt an hour ago: 
Not thine do- day? Way, nat is that to nies 
More than to Richmond! for the ſelf-ſame beav'n 
That frowns on me, lovks louring upon him. 

F. ter Notfolk'qvirh a Paper. 

Norfolk. Prepare, my lord, the foe is ja the geld. 

Gi. Come, buſtle, buſtle; capariſon my horſe; 
Call forth Lord Stanley, bid him biing his power; 
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My ſelf will lead the. ſoldiers, ta the plain. 
[Exie. Cateſby. 
Well, Norfolk, what think'ſt. thou now ? 
Nor folk. That we-ſhall conquer but on my tent, 


This morning early was this paper found, 
Glo, * ]“ Jockey of Norfolk, be not too 


&. For Dicken thy maſter is bought and ſold,” 
A weak invention of the enemy 
Come, gentlemen, now each man. to his three, 
And, ere we do beſtride our ſoaming feds, 
Remember whom you are to cape withal; 
A. ſcum of Britons, raſcals, TUnaways, . 
Whom their-o'er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To deſperate adventure and dęſtructien. 
Enter Cateſby. 
What ſays Lord Stanley? —will he bring his pawer ?- 
by, He does refuſe, my lord-—he will not ſtir. 
Glo. Off with his fon George's head, 
Norfoll. My lord, the foe's already paſt the marſh 
After the battle, let young Stanley die. 
Co. Why, after be it then. 
& thouſand- hearts are ſwelling in my boſom. 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows. to the head, 
Spur your proud horſes hard, and ride in blood! 
And thou, our wazlike champion, thrice renown'd 
St. George, inſpite me with the rage of liens! 
Upon 'em—Charge—follow me. [ Exeunt. 
Several Excurfiors ; Soldiers driven acroſs. the Stage 
2 Glo'ſter, &c. : 
e- enter Glo'ſter. 


Gh. What ho! young Richmond, ho! tis Ri- 


chard calls; 
J hate thee, Harry, for thy blood of Lancaſter! 
Now if thou doſt not hide thee from my ſword, 
Now while the angry trumpet ſounds alarms, 
Aud dying groans tranſpierce the wounded air; 
Richmond, | ſay, come forth, and fingly face me; 
Richard, is hoazſe with daring thee to arms, [ Exit. 
Exter Cateſby and Norfolk in diſsrder. 

Cateſby. Reſcue! reſcue! my Lord of Norfolk, 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, | batte ! 
Daring and oppoſite to every danger: 
His horſe is flain, and alt on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death; 
Nay haſte, my lord—the day's againſt us. [ Exit. 

Euter Glo'ſter and Ratcliff. 


Flo. A hotſe b a horſe! my kingdom for 4 horſe. 


Ratclif. This way, this way, my lord · below 
von thicket 
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Stands a ſwift horſe—away, ruin purſues us; 
Withdraw, my lord, for only flight can fave you. 
Clo. Slave! I have ſet my life upon a caſt, | 
And I will ſtand the hazard ef the die. 
I think there be fix Richmonds in the field 3 
Five have I ſlain to-day inſteal of him. 
A horſe! a horſe! my kingdom for a horſe. 
LY | a: A [ £xeunt, 
Re. enter Glo'fter and Richmond, meeting. 
6h. Of one, cr both of us, the time is come. 
Rich. Kind Heav'n, I thank thee, for my cauſe 
If Richard's fit to live, let Richmond fall. [is thine; 
G1. Thy gallant bearing, Harry, I could "playdy: 
But that the ſpotted rebel itains che ſoldier, | 
Rich. Nor ſhould thy proweſs, Richard, want 
my praiſe, : | > Bags 
But that thy cruel deeds have ſtampt thee tyrant | 
So thrive my ſword—— as Heav'n's high vengeance 
drayy Te." = / 
Gli. My ſoul and body on the action both. 
Rich. A dreadful lay here's to decide it. 
[ Fight; Richard falls. 
Glo. Perdition catch thy arm the chance is thine. 
But oh! the vaſt renown thou haſt acquir'd, 
In conquering Richard, does afflict him more, 
Than even his body's parting with its ſoul, 
Now let the world no longer be a ſtage, 
To feed contention in a lingering act; 
Put let one ſpirit of the firſt-born Cain 
Reign in all boſoms; that, each heart being ſet 
n bloody actions, the rude ſcene may end, 
And darkre(s be the burier of the dead. [ Diet, 
Rich. Farewel, Richard! and from thy dreadful 
May future kings from tyranny be warn d! F[end, 
Had thy aſpiring ſoul but ftirr'a in virtue, 
With half the ſpiritit has dar'd in evil, 
How might thy fame have grac'd our Engliſh annals! 
But, as thou art, how fair a page thou'ſt blotted ? 
Hark! the glad trumpets ipeak the field our own. 
Enter Oxford, Lord Syaniey, and Soldiers, with 
King Richard's Crown. 
Oh, welcome friends! my noble father, welcome ! 
Heav'n and our arms be prais'd, the day is ours 5 
See there, my lords, ſtern Richard is no more, 
Stan. ViEorious Richmond, well haſt thou ac- 
quitted thee |! 
And ſee, the juſt reward that Heav'n has ſent thee ; 
Amongtt the glorious ſpoils of Boſworth-fieid, 
We've found the crown, which now in right is thine: 
*Tis doubly thine z by conqueſt, and by choice. 
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Long live Henry the Seventh, King of England! 
Rich. Next to juſt Heav'n, my noble countrymen, 
] owe my thanks to you, whoſe love I'm proud of, 
And ruling well ſhall ſpeak my gratitude. 
But now, my lords—what friends of us are miſſing ? 
Pray teil me, is young George Stanley living ? 
Stan. He is, my liege, and fafe in Leiceſter town, 
Whither, if you pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 
Enter Blunt. 
Blunt. My lord, the queen, and fair Elizabeth 
Her b-1ute1us daughter, ſome few miles off, 
Are on their way to gratulate your victory. 
Ricl. Ay, there indeed, my toil's rewarded: 
Let us prepare to meet em, lords and then, 
As we're already bound by ſolemn vows, 
We'!! twine the roſes red and white together, 
And both from one kind ſtaik ſhall flouriſh. 
England has long been mad, and ſcar'd herſelf; 
The brather blindly ſhed the brother's blood; 
The father raſhly ſlaughter'd his own ſon; 
The bloody ſon, compell'd, has kill'd his fire, 
Oh, now, let Henry and Elizabeth, 
The true ſucceſſors of each royal houſe, 
Conjoin'd together, heal thoſe deadly wounds! 
And be that wretch of all mankind abhorr'd, 
That would reduce thoſe bloody days again! 
Ne'er let him live to taſte our joy's increaſe, 
That would with treafon wound fair England's peace! 
[Excunt. 
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